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MISCELLANIES in VERSE. 



To Dr. D E L A N y, on the Libels written 
aorainft him. 



Tdnti tibi nonjit opaci 
Omnis arena Tagi, 

Written in the year 1729. 

A S fome raw youth in country bred, 
^^ To arms by thirft of honour led, 
When at a Ikirmilh firft he hears 
The bullets whifiling round his ears, 
Will duck his head afide, will ftart, 5 

And feel a trembling at his heart ; 
Till 'fcaping oft without a wound 
Leflens the terror of the found ; 
Fly bullets now as thick as hops, 
He runs into a cannon's chops 1 10 

An author thus who pants for fame, 
Begins the world with fear and (hame : 

Vol. VIII. A ^VvfcYi 



2 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

When firil: in print you fee him dread 

Each pop-gun leveird at his head : 

The lead yon critic's quill contains, i^ 

Is deftin'd to beat out his brains. 

As it he heard loud thunders roll, 

Cries, Lord, have mercy on his foul ! 

Concluding, that another fliot 

Will ftrike him dead upon the fpot. 2© 

But, when with fquibbing, flalhing, popping. 

He cannot fee one creature dropping; 

That, milling ^re, or miffing aim, 

His life is fafe, I mean his fame ; 

The danger paft, takes heart of grace, 25 

And looks a critic in the face. 

Though fplendor gives the faireft mark 
To poifon'd arrows from the dark. 
Yet, in yourfelf when fmooth and round *, 
They glance afide without a wound. 30 

'Tis faid, the gods try'd all their art ; 
H<)w Pain they might from fleafure part ; 
But little could their ftrength avail ; 
Bothftill are faften'd by the tail. 
Thus Fame and Cenfure with a tether 35 

By fat^ are always link'd together. 

Why will you aim to be preferred 

In wit before the common herd ? 

And yet grow mortify'd and vex'd 

To pay the penalty annexed ? 40 

Tis eminence makes envy rife ; 
As faireft fruits nttra(^ the flies. 
Should ftupid libel? grieve your mind, 
Youfoon a remedy may find : 



• In f».ipfo toiMi teres a'.qoc rotunJos. 
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MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 3 

Lie down obfcure like other folks 45 

Bdow the ialh of fnarlers jokes. 

Their fadlion is live hundred odds ; 

?or ev'iy coxcomb lends them rods; 

And fneers as learnedly as they ; 

Like females o'er their morning tea. 50 

You fay, the mufe -will not contain ,. 
And write you muft, or break a vein. 
Then, if you £nd the terms too hard^ 
No longer my advice regard : 

But rail'e your fancy on the wing ; * 55 

The Irifh fenate's praifes /ing ; 
How jealous of the nation's freedom. 
And for corruptions, how they weed *em j 
How each the public good purfues ; 
How far their hearts from private views ; 60 

Make all true patriots up to.fhoeboys 
Huzza their brethren at the Blue -boys * j 
Thus grown a member of the club^ 
No longer dread the rage of Grub. 

How oft am I for rhyme to feck ! 6$ 

To drcfs a thought^ I toil a week : 
And then how thankful to the town. 
If all my pains will earn a crown ! 
Whilft ev'ry critic can devour 
My work and me in half an hour. 70 

Would men of genius ceafe to write, 
The rogues muft die for want and fpitc ; 
A4uft die for want of food and raiment, 
If fcandal did not find them payment. 
How chcarfuUy the hawkers cry 7 5 

A fiitire, and the gentry buy ! 
While my hard-labour'd poem pines 
Unfold upon the printer's lines, 

• The Irifli parliament fat at the Blue-boys hofpittl, while the 
new parliament-hoafe was building. 

A2 A 



4 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

A genius in the rev 'rend gown 
Muft ever keep its owner down ; 
*Tis an unnatural conjunftion, 
And fpoils the credit of the function . 
Round all your brethren caft your eyes ; 
Point out the fureft men to rife ; 
That club of candidates in black, 
The leaft deferving of the pack, 
Afpiring, fadlious, fierce, and loud. 
With grace and learning unendu'd, 
Can turn their hands to cv*ry job. 
The fitteft tools to work for Dob * ; 
Will fooner coin a thoufind lies. 
Then fuffer men of parts to rife ; 
They croud about pircferment's gate. 
And prefs you down with all their weight. 
For, as of old mathematicians 
Were by the vulgar thought magicians ; 
So academic dule ale-drinkers 
Pronounce all men oi wit freethinkers. 

Wit, as the chief of virtue's friends, 
Difdains to ferve ignoble ends. 
Obferve what loads of ftupid rhymes 
Opprefs us in corrupted times : 
What pamphlets in a court's defence 
Shew reafon, grammar, truth, orfenfe? 
For though the niufe delight in fidtion, 
She ne'er infpires againft convidtion, 
Tlicn keep your virtue ftill unmixt. 
And let no fa<Slion come betwixt : 
By party-fteps no grandeur climb at, 
Though it would make you England's primate 
Fir ft learn the fcience to be dull. 
You then may foon your confcience lull ; 
If not, however feated high, 
Your genius in your face will fly. 

♦ Sir Robert Walpolc, afterwards Earl of Orfori. 



MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 5 

When Jove was from his teeming head 115 

Of wit's fair goddefs brought to bed, 
There foUow'd at his lying-in 
For afterbirth a Sooterkin ; ^ 

Which, as the nurfe purfu*d to kill, 
Attain'd by flight the mufcs hill ; I20 

There in the foil began to root. 
And litter'd at Parnaflus* foot. 
From hence the critic vermin fprung 
With harpy claws and pois'nous tongue. 
Who fatten on poetic fcraps, 125 

Too cunning to be caught in traps. 
Dame Nature, as the learned fliow, 
Provides each animal its foe : 
Hounds hunt the hare, the wily fox 
Devoui-s your geefe, the wolf your flocks : 1 30 

Thus Envy pleads a natVal claim 
To perfecute the mufes fame ; 
On poets in all times abuflve. 
From Homer down to Pope inclufive. 

Yet what avails it to complain ? 1 35 

You try to take revenge in vain. 
A rat your utmoft rage defies. 
That fafe behind the wainfcot lies : 
Say, did you ever know by fight 
In cheefe an individual mite ? 140 

•Shew me the fame numeric flea, 
That bit your neck but yeftcrday : 
You then may boldly go in queft 
To find the Grubftrect poet's nci\ ; 
What fpunging-houfe in dread of jail 145 

Receives them, while they wait for bail ; 
What alley they are neftled in. 
To flourifh o*er a cup of gin : 
Find the laft garret where the lay. 
Or cellar where they ftarve to-day. . 150 

Suppofc you bad them all trepann'd. 
With each a libel in his hand, 

A 3 \J\i^x. 



6 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

What punifhment would you infli^ ? 
Or call 'cm rogues, or get 'em kickt ? 
Theie they have often try'd before ; 
Y(^ but oblige 'em Co much more : 
Themfelves would be the firft to tell, 
To make their trafli the better fell. 

You have been libel I'd Let us know. 

What fool officious tol& you fo ? 

Will you regard the hawker's cries, 

Who in his titles always Iks ? 

Whate'er the noify fcoundrel fays, 

It might be fomething in your praife : 

And praife beftow'd on Grubftreet rhymes 

Would vex one more a thoufand times. 

Till critics blame, and judges praife, 

The poet cannot claim his bays. 

On me, when dunces are fatiric, 

I take it for a panegyric. 

Hated by foo.s, ana fools to hate. 

Be that my motto, and my fate. 



On DREAMS. 

An Imitation of Petronius. 
Written in the year 1724. 
Somnia quamentes ludunt volitantibus umbrisy 8 

THofe dreams, that on the lilent night intn 
And with falfe flitting fliadcs our minds 
lude, 



MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 7 

Jove never fe«ds us dowaward from the (kies ; 
Nor can they from infernal maniions rife ; 
Bui are all mere productions of the brain, 5 

And fools confult interpreters in vain. 

For, when in bed we reft our weirry limbs, 
The mind unburden *-d fports in various whims ; 
The bufy head with mimic arts runs o'er 
The fcenes and actions of the day before. 16 

The drowfy tyrant, by his minions -led. 
To ret;al rage devotes fome patriot's head. 
With equal terrors, not wiih equal guilt. 
The murd'rer dreams of all the blood he ipilt. 

The foldier fmiling hears the widow's ci ies. 15 
And ftabs the Ton before the mother's eyes. 
With like rcmofc his bi other of the trade, 
The butcher, fells the lamb beneath his blade. 

The ftatefman rakes the town to find a plot. 
And dreams of forfeitures by treafon got. 20 

Nor lefs Tom t d man, of true ftatefman mold, 

Collecls the city-filth in fearch of gold. 

Orphans around his bed the lawyer fees. 
And takes the plaintifi^'s and defendant's fees. 
His fellow pick-purfe, watching for a job, 25 

Fancies his fingers in the ciilly's fob. 

The kind phyfician grants the hufband's pray'rs, 
Or gives relief to long-expe<Sting heirs. 
The fleeping hangman ties the fatal noofe, 
Kor unluccefsful waits for dead mens flioas. 30 

The grave divine with knotty points perplex t. 
As if he was awake, nods o'er his text : 
While the fly mountebank attends his trade. 
Harangues the rabble, and is better paid. 

The hireling fenator of modem days 35 

Bedaubs the guilty great with neafcous praife : 

And 



8 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

And Dick the fcavenger with cquahgracc 
Flirts from his cart the mud in W— 1— le's fac( 



To Stella, vifiting mc in my ficki 
Odober 1727. 



pALLAS, obferving Stella's wit, 
■*" Was more than for her fex was fit. 
And that her beauty, foon or late. 
Might breed confufion in the ftate. 
In high concern for humankind, 
Fix'd honour. in her infant mind. 

But, (not in wranglings to engage 
With fuch,a ftupid vitious age), 
If honour I would here define, 
It anfwers faith in things divine. 
As nat'ral life the body warms. 
And, fcholars teach, the foul informs ; 
So honour animates the whole. 
And is the fpirit of the foul. 

Thofe num'rous virtues which the tribe 
Of tedious moralifts defcribe. 
And by fuch various titles call. 
True honour comprehends thena all. 
Let melancholy rule fupreme, 
Choler prefide, or blood, or phlegm. 
It makes no difierence in the cafe. 
Nor is complexion honour's place. 

But, left we fliould for honour take 
The drunken quarrels of a rake ; 
Or think it feated in a fear. 
Or on a proud triumphal car. 
Or in the payment of a debt 
Wc Jofe with fharpers at Picquet ; 



MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 9 

Or when a whore in her vocation 

Keeps pundhial to an affignation ; 30 

Or that on which his Lordfhip fwears, 

When vulgar knaves would lofe their ears ; 

let Stella's fair examples preach 

A leflbn fhe alone can teach. 

In points of honour to be try'd, 35 

All paffions muft be laid afide : 
Alk no advice, but think alone ; 
Suppofe the queftion not your own : 
How (hall I adt ? is not the cafe ; 
But how would Brutus in my place ? 40 

In fuch a caufe would Cato bleed ? 
And how would Socrates proceed ? 

Drive all objections from your mind^ 
Elfe you relapfe to humankind ; 
Ambition, avarice, and luft, 45 

And factious rage, and breach of truft. 
And flatt'ry tipt with naufeous fleer. 
And guilty fliame, and fervile fear, 
Envy, and cruelty, and pride, 
Will in your tainted heart prcftde, 50 

Heroes aud heroines of old 
By honour only were inroU'd 
Among their brethren in the fkies. 
To which (though late) fhall iStelia rife. 
Ten thoufand oaths upon record 55 

Are not fo facred as her word : 
The world fhall in its atoms end. 
Ere Stella can deceive a friend. 
By honour fcated in her breaft 
She ftill determines what is beft : 60 

What indignation in her mind 
Againft inflavers of mankind ! 
Bale kings, and minifters of ftate, 
Eternal objects of her hate, 

:;he thinks that nature ne'er defign'd ^5 

Courage to man alone conlin'd : 

"" Can 



le MISCELLANIES IN VESSE. 

Can cowardice her fex adorn. 
Which moll expofcs ours to fcorn ? 
She wonders whsre the charm appears 
In Florimcl's aftedled fears ; 
For Stella never learn 'd the art 
At proper times to fcream and ftart ; 
Nor calls up all the houfe at night, 
And fwears fhe faw a thing in white. 
Doll never flies to cut her lace, 
Or throw cold water in her face, 
Becaufe fhe heard a fuddea drum. 
Or. found, an earwig in a plum. 

Her hearers are amaz'd from whence 
Proceeds that fund of wit and fenfc; 
Which, though her modefty would fhi'Oud, 
Breaks like the fun behind a cloud ; 
While gracefulnefs its art conceals, 
And yet through evVy motion ftcah. 

Say, Stella, .was Prometheus blind. 
And, forming you, imirtook your kind ? 
No, 'twas for you alone he ftole 
The fire that forms a manly foul ; 
Then, to complete it every way. 
He moulded it with female clay : 
To that you owe the nobler flame. 
To this the. beauty of your frame, 
flow would ingratitude delight. 
And how would Cenfure glut her fpight. 
If I fhould Stella's kindnefs hide 
In filence, or forget with pride ? 
When on my iickly couch I lay, 
impatient both of night and day. 
Lamenting in unmanly flrains, 
Caird ev*ry pow'r to cafe my pains ; 
Then Stella ran to n\y relief 
With chearful face, and inward grief; 
And, though by heav'n's fevere decree 
She fullers hourly more than me, 



MISCELLANIES IN VZRSE. 1 1 

No cruel mafter could require 105 

From flaves employ'd for daily hire, 

What Stella, by her friendfbip wann'd, 

With vigour and delight perform 'd : 

My finking fpirits now fupplics 

With cordials in her hands'and eyes ; 1 10 

Mow with a fof t and iilent tread 

Unheard fhe moves about my bed, 

I fee her taftc each naufeous draught, 

And fo obligingly am caught : 

I blefs the hand from whence they camcy 115 

Nor dare diftort my face for {hame. 

Beft pattern of true friends, beware : 
You pay too dearly for jQur care. 
If, while ytjur tendernefs fecures 
My life, it muft endanger yours ; 1 20 

For fuch a fool was never found. 
Who puird a palace to the ground, 
Only to have tne ruins made 
Materials for an houfe decay '4. 
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VERSES on the Death of Dr. SWIFT, c 

cafioned by reading the following Max 

in ROCHEFOUCAULT. 



Dans r adverjtte de nos mellieurs amis nous trown 
toujours quelque choje^ qui ne nous deplaift pas. 

In die adveriity of our beft friends, we«always f 
fomediing that doth not difpleafe us. 

Written in Nov. 1731. 

AS Rochefoucault his maxims drew 
From nature, I believe them true : 
They argue no corrupted mind 
In him ; the fault is in mankind. 

This maxim more than all the reft 
Is thought too bafe for human breaft : 
" In all diftreffes of our friends 
** We firft confult our private ends ; 
*' While nature, kindly bent to eafe us, 
•* Points out fome circumftance to pleafe us." 

If this perhaps your patience move, 
Let reafon and experience prove. 

We all behold with envious eyes 
Our equal raised above our fize. 
Who would not at a croudcd fliow 
Stand high hlmfelf, keep others low ? 

II 
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I loTe my friend as well as you : 

But why fhould he obftruA my view ? 

Then let me have the higher poft ; 

Suppofe it but an inch at moil* 20 

If in a battle you fhould find 

One, whom you love of all mankind^ 

Had fome heroic adion done^ 

A champion kill'd, or trophy won ; 

Rather than thus be overtopt, 25 

Would you not wifh his laurels cropt ? 

Dear honeft Ned is in the gout, 

Lies rack*d with pain, and you without : 

How patiently you hear him groan ! 

How glad, the cafe is not your own i 30 

What poet would not grieve to fee 
His brother write as well as he i 
But, rather than they fhould excel. 
Would wifh his rivals all in hell ? 

Her end when Emulation miflcs, 35 

She turns to envy, flings, and hiffes : 
The flrongefl friendfhip yields to pride, 
Unlefs the odds be on our fide. 

Vain human-kind ! fantaflic race ! 
Thy various follies who can trace ? 40 

Self-love, ambition, envy, pi4de, 
Their empire in our hearts divide. 
Give others riches, power, and flation ; 
Tis all on me an ufilrpation. 

I have no title to afpire ; 45 

Yet, when you fink, I feem the higher. 
In Pope I cannot read a line, 
But with a figh I wiibvit mine : 
When he can in one couplet fix 
More fenfe than I can do in fix; 50 

It gives me fuch a jealous fit, 
I cry. Pox take him and bis wit. 

Vox. Vllf. B I g^t\CNt 
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I grieve to be outdone by Gljr 

In my own hum'rous bitinff way. 

Ai buthnot is no more my meii4» J.$ 

Who dares to irony pretend^ 

Which I was born to introduce, 

Rcfin'd it firft, and ihew'd its ufc. 

iSt. John ♦, as well as Pultney f, knows 

That I had fome repute for profc ; A 

And, till they drove me out of date, 

Could maul a minider of ftate. 

If they have mortify'd my pride. 

And made me throw my pen afide ; 

If with fuch talents heav'n hath bldTs'd 'em, -6$ 

Have I not realbn to deteil 'em ? 

To all my foes, dear fortune, fend 
Thy gifts, but never to my friend : 
I tamely can endure the firft ; 
But this with envy makes me burft. 7* 

Thus much may ferve by way of proem ; 
Proceed we therefore to our poem. 

The time is not remote, when I 
Muft by the courfe of nature die ; 
When, I forcfee, my fpecial friends 'j$ 

Will try to find their private ends : 
And, though 'tis hardly underftood. 
Which way my death can do them good. 
Yet thus, methinks, I bear them fpeak; 
Sec, how the Dean begins to break ! So 

Poor gentlemen ! he droops apace ! 
You plainly find it in his race. 
That old vertigo in his head 
Will never leave him, till hc*:?»dcad. 



• Lord VlfcountBolingbioke. 

t William Puhrcy, Efq; now Etol of Bat'i, 



Befides, 



M8CELLANIES IN VESSE. 15 

;s, bis memory decays : 8 5 

coUcdls not -what he fays ; 

DDOt call his friends to mind ; 

ts the place where lail he din'd ; 

^ou with ftories o^er and o*er ; 

Id them fifty times before. 9# 

does he fancy, we can fit 

ar his out-of-faihion wit ? 

e takes up with younger folks, 

for his wine will bear his jokes. 

he mnfi: make his fiories fhortcr, 9 ^ 

mge his <:omrades once a-quarter :■ 

f the time he talks them round : 

: muft another fet be found. 

poetry, he's paft his prime ; 
:es an hour to find a rhyme : 1 00 

"e is out, his wit decay'd, 
ncy funk, his mufe a jade, 
ve him throw away his pen ; ■ ■ i - 
lere's no calking to fome men. 

d then their tendemcfs appears Z05 

ding largely to my years : 
»lder than he would be reckon'd, 
veil remembers Charles the Secopd* 
rdly drinks a pint of wine ; 
hat, I doubt, is no good fign. 1 10 

Dmach too begins to fail : 
ear we thought him ftrong and hale ; 
ow he's quite another thing : 
he may hold out till fpring. 
hug themfclves, and reafon thus ; 115 

ot yet fo bad with us. 

ueh a cafe they talk in tropes. 
>y their fears cxprefs their hopes, 
great misfortune to portend, 
cmy can match a friend. no 

B 2 "^IVxk 
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With all the kindnefs they profefs, 

The merit of a lucky guels 

(When daily how-d'yc's come of courfc, 

And fervants anfwer, " Worfe and worfc !'*) 

Would pleafe them better, than to tell, 125 

That, God be prais'd ! the Dean is well. 

Then he who prophefy'd the beft, 

Approves hb forcfight to the reft : 

** You know I always fear'd the worft, 

" And often told you fo at firft '* 130 

He'd rather chufe that I fhould die. 

Than his prediftion prove a lie. 

Not one foretells I Ihall recover ; 

But all agree to give me over. 

Yet, fhould fome neighbour feel a pain 135 

Juft in the parts where I complain ; 
How many a meffage would he fend ? 
What hearty prayers, that I fhould mend ? 
Inquire what regimen I kept ; 
What gave me eafe, and how I flept ? 140 

And more lament when I was dead. 
Than all the fnivlers round my bed. 

My good companions, never fear ; 
For though you may miftake a year. 
Though your prognoflics run too faft, 145 

They muft be verify^d at laft. 

Behold the fatal day arrive ! 
How is the Dean ? he's juft alive. 
Now the departing pray'r is read ; 
He hardly breatlies The Dean is dead. ' 150 

Before the paffing-bell begun, 
The news through half the town iS run. 
Oh ! may we all for death prepare ! 
What has he left ? and who's his heir ? 

I know 
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1 know no more than what the news is ; 155 

Tis all bequeathed to public ilfes. 
To public ufes ! there's a whim ! 
What had the public done for him ? 
Mere envy, avarice, and pride : 

He gave it all but firft he dy'd, i^z 

And had the Dean in all the natioo; 
No worthy friend, no poor relation I 
So ready to do ftrangers good, 
Forgetting his own flefli and blood ? 

Now Grubftreet wits are all employ 'd ; 165 

Widi elegies the town is cloy'd: 
Some paragraph in ev'iy paper 
To curfe the Dean, or blefs the Drapier *. 
The doctors, tender of their fame, 
Wifely on me to lay the blame. f ye 

We muft confefs his cafe was nice ; 
But he would never take advice. 
Had he been rul'd, for ought appears, 
He might have liv'd thefe twenty years t 
For when we open'd him, we found, 175 

That all his vital parts were found. 
From Dublin icon to London fpread, 
Tis told at court the Dean is dead $. 
And Lady Suffolk t in the fpleen 
Runs laughing up to tell **♦ 18a 

Tlie 



♦ The snthcr imagmes, tliat the fcribblers cf Ae pterailing par- 
ty, which he always oppdied, will libel him after his death j baC- 
tiiat others will remember him with gratitude, who coniider the fer* 
vice he had done to Ireland, utider the name of M. B. Drapier, hf 
«*terly defeating the de(lru6^Ivt project of Wood's halfpence, in fwc 
ktiersto the people of Ireland, at that time read ujuverf^ily, aod 
convincing every reader. 

X The X>ean luppofed himfelf to die in Ireland, where he was bom, 
t Mis. Howard, thenCountefs of Suf^^blTk, aod of the bcdcbamber 
totheUte Q^en, jSrofefled much frieod/hip for the Dcam The 
Qaeen, then Princei's, fent a dozen times to the Dean, then in Lonr 
don, with her commands to attend her { which at lad he did« by ad* 
▼ice of^idlbU friends* She often fent for him a :terw;ir<is, and ftl« 
B 3 v»4>l^ 
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The *** fo gracious, mild, and good, 
Cries, ** Is he gone ! 'tis time he fhould. 
** He's dead, you fay, *** rot ; 
" I'm glad the medals were forgot J. 
** I promised him, I own ; but when ? 
** I only was the *** then ; 
** But now as confort of the *** 
" You know 'tis quite a diff'rent thing." 
Now Chartres *, at Sir Robert's f levee. 
Tells with a fneer the tidings heavy : ' 
Why, if he dy'd without his fhoes, 
(Cries Bob), I'm forry for the news s 
Oh, were the wretch but living ftill, 
And in his place my good friend Will :j: ! 
Or had a mitre on his head. 
Provided Bolingbroke were dead || ! 

ways treated him very gracioufly. He taxed her with a prefent 
ten pounds, which fhc promifeid before he fhould return to Ire 
but on his taking licavc the miedals were njt ready. Dub. eefit» 

X The medals weie to be fent to the Dean in four m< 
bttt ■ 

* Col. Francis Chartres, though originally pofTefT^d of only a 
paternal eOate, amafTed a prodigious fbrtuDe, both in Englar 
Scotland. He had s( way of ir.finuating himfelf into all mioifte 
tier every change, either as pimp, flatterer, or informer. H 
tried at feventy for a rape, and came ofF by £icrificing a great i 
his fortune. Dub, edit, ■ " Sbe his cbaradter by Dr. Arbuthno 
ilr« Pope, vol. 7. p. 333. 

■ •)' Sir Robert Walpole, then firft minifter of ftate, afterward 
of Orford. He treated the D;:an, in 1726, with great diftin< 
invited him to dinner at Chelfea, with the Dean's friends, choj 
Bvrpore; appoinied iin hour to ttlk with bim of Ireland, to 1 
kingdom and people the Dean found him no great friend ; for 1 
^nded Wood's proje^ of halfpence, &c. for which the Dean 
|se him no more : and upon his next year's return to Englan* 
. I^obert, on an accidental meeting, made him a civil compliment 
the Dean never made him another viGt. Dub, edit, 

% William Pul* ney, Lf^ ; fince Earl of Bath. From being Si 
hert*8 iiltimate ftiend, detefting his adminftration, he oppofi 
aseafures, and joined with Lord Bolingbroke to repveient his 
4aK, in an excellent papsr, called the Cruftfmumy which is ftii 
tinoed. Duh, edi*, • 

I Henry St. John, Lord Vifccunt Bolingbroke, Secretary of 
to Queen Anne, of bleiT^d memory. He was reckoned the 
OMfcriUl genius in Europe. Walpole dreading his abilities, ti 
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Now Curll * his Ihop from nibbifh drains : 
Three genuine tomes of Swift's remains ! 
And then, to make them pafs the glibber. 
Revised by Tibbalds, More, and Gibber $, 20© 

Hc*il treat mc as he docs my betters, 
Publilh my will, my life, my letters f ; 
Revive the libels born to die ; 
Wluch Pope muft bear, as well as I. 

Here fliift the fccne to reprefcnt 205 

How thofe I love my death lament. 
Poor Pope will grieve a month, and Gay 
A week, and Arbuthnot a day. 

St John himfclf will fcarce foi-bear 
To bite his pen, and drop a tear. 2i« 

The reft will give a Ihrug, and cry, 
" Tin forry but wc all muft die !" 

Indiff'rcnce clad in wifdom's guifc 
AH fortitude of mind fupplics : 

Mm noft injnriottfly, working with King George t. who forgot hU 
prcfflife of refloriug the (kid hjtd, upon the reftlcDi importaatty of 
Walpole. Dub. edit. 

* Cur.l bath been the mod infamous bookfeller of any age or 
country. His chanr^er in |teft may be'fcand -in Mr Pope*s Dunciad. 
He pablifhcd three voluhies all charged on the Dean, who never wrote 
three pages of them. He hsith ufed maoy of the Dean*!, foends ia 
aJmoft as vile a manner. Dub, edit, 

X Three Mupid verfe- writers in London. The laft> to. the fhame 
of the court, and the bSgheft difgr?.ce to wit aadleaftiliig, was. made 
Laurcat. Moore, commonly called 'Jemmy Moort^ fon of Arthur 
Moore, whofe father was jailor of Monaghan in Ireland. Seo the 
charader of Jemmy Moore and Tibbalds [Theobald] in the Dan- 
dad. Dub, edit, 

f Corll was notorioufly infamous for pobli(hing the lives^ letters, 
and laft wills and tetlamcnts of the nobility and minidcrs of ftate> as 
well as of all the rogues who were hanged at Tyburn. He was in 
coftody of the houfe of Lords, for publifning or forging the letters 
of many peers,; which made the Lords eiiter a refolution JA their 
juuroal-buoky that no life or writings of any Lord fhould be publiihed 
without the confent of the next heir at law^ or licence from their 
houfe. Dubm tUt^ 

Tot 
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For how can ftony bowels melt 2 1 

In thofe who never pity felt ? 
When we arc lafh'd, they kife the rod, 
Refigning to the will of God, 

The fools, my juniors by a year, 
Are tortur'd with fufpenfe and fear ; 2li 

Who wifely thought my age a fcreen, 
When death approach'd, to ftand between : 
The fcreen remov'd, their hearts are trembling; 
They mourn for me without diflembling. 

My female friends, whofe tender hearts 22, 

Have better learn'd to a£t their parts, 
Receive the news in doleful dumps : 
** -The Dean is dead, (pray what is trumps ?) 
•* Then Lord have mercy on his foul ! 
** (Ladies, I'll venture for the vole.) 231 

** Six deans, they fay,^muft bear the pall. 
" (f wifli I knew what king to call.) 
*^ Madam, your hufband will attend 
** The fun'ral of fo good a friend : 
** No, Madam, 'tis a fhocking fight ; ^3 

** And he's engag'd to-morrow night ; 
•* My Lady Club will take it ill, 
" If he fhould fail her at Quadrille. 

" He lov'd the Dean, (I lead a heart), 

'* But deareft friends, they fay, muft part. 24< 
/* His time was come ; he ran his race; 
^* Wc hope he's in a better place." 

Why do wc grieve that friends fhould die ? 
No low more eafy to fupply. 
One year is paft; a diff'rent fcene! 24 

No farther mention of the Dean, 
: Who now, alas ! is no more mifl, 
Than if he never did exift. 
Where's now the fav'rite of Apollo ? 
^Departed :— 7— and his works muft foUow> 25< 

Mui 
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Muft undergo the common fate ; 
His kind of wic is out of date. 

Some country 'fquirc to Lintot || goes, 
laquires for Swift in verfe and profe. 
Says Lintot, " I have heard the name ; 255 

** He dy'd a year ago." The fame. 
He fearches sdl the Siop in vain. 
" Sir, you may find them in Duke-lane* : 
" I fent them with a load of books, 
'* Laft Monday to the paftry-cook's 26m 

** To fancy they could live a year ! 
" I find you're but a ftranger here. 
'^ The Dean was famous in his time, 
** And had a kind of knack at rhyme. 
*' His way of writing now is paft : 265 

** The town has got a better tafte. 
** I keep no antiquated ftuffi 
" But {pick and fpan I have enough. 
** Pray, do but give me leave to fhew 'em : 
" Here's Colley Gibber's birthday-poem. 270 

*' This ode you never yet have fcen 
" By Stephen Duck upon the Queen. 
** liien here's a letter finely pcnn'd 
*' Agaiofl the Crcftfman and his friend : 
" It clearly ihews that all rcflcftion 275 

** On minifters is difafieAion. 
*' Next, here's Sir Robert's vindication, f . 
** And Mr. Henley's % laft oration. 
" The hawkers have not got them yet : 
'* Your Honour pleafe to have a fet ?" 280 

" Here's 



H B«rn«rd Lintor, a booljfcrller. See Pope's Dur.ciad tndletten. 

* A ptace in London uhcre oldbcoKS are fold. 

t Waipole had a fet of party. fcribblers, vibo did nothing vlfe but 
write in his defence. Duh, tcit, 

X Henley is a cleigyman, who wanting both merit and luck to 
|« prcftrmcntj or even to keep his curacy in the eftib irtied church, 
f^ioiwda new conventicle, >Ahich he calU m urahry. There, at f«t 
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" Here's Woolllon'sB tra^,thc t¥rclf th edki 
•* ' [is read by ev'ry politician : 
** The country-members when in town, 
** To all their boroughs fend them down ; 
** You never met a thing fo fmart ; 
." The courtiers have them all by heart : 
** Thofe maids of honour who can read, 
" Are taught to ufe them for their creed, 
" The Rcv'rcdd author's good intemion 
" Hath been rewarded with a penfion : 
** He doth an honour to his gown, 
" By bravely running prieftcraft down : 
" He fhews as furc as God's in Gloc'fter, 

** That was a grand impoftor \ 

** ITiat all his miracles were cheats » 
*' Perform'd as jugglers do their featr s 
" The church had never fuch a writer \ 
** A fhame he hath not got a mitre, 

Suppofc me dead ; and then fuppofe 
A club adembled at* the Rofe; 
Where, from difcourfc of this and that, 
I grow the fubjcft of their chat. 
And while they tofs my name abotit. 
With favour fome, and fome without \ 
One quite inditf 'rent in the catife. 
My charafter impartial draws, 

times, he delivered ftrange fpceches, compiled by bimfelf am 
aiTociates, wh&ikare the proifit with him. Every bean:r. pay* 
Ailiing each day fpr adinittfnce. He is aa abfolutp di|nce| bt{ 
nerally -reputed crazy. Duh^edit.^-^-He h commoniy called ( 
Hmky, Whofe rhapfodics burlefquc rcligioD, and difgracc 
country. 

II Woo'fton w^s a clergyman ; btft, for want of bread, did in ft 
treaties, in th$ moft blatphemous manner, attempt to turn ov 
viour and his miracles into ridicule. He was mu<:h careflcd by i 
CDurti^rs, and by ail themfid-hj aAd his backs were read gem 
by the court kales. Duh, edit. 
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The Dean, if wc believe report, 
Was never lU receivM at court:. 
Altkough ironically grave. 

He fhaxn'd the fool, and laih'd the kaUve : 319 
To fteal a hint was never known. 
But what he writ was all his own. 

*^ Sir, I have heard another ftory ; 
*• He was a moft confounded Tory. 
*' And grew, or he i$ much bely'd, 31 j 

*' Extremely duU^ before he dy'd/* 

Can we the Drapier then forget ? 
Is not our nation in his debt ? 
Twas he that writ the Drapier* s Utters /— 



'* He fhould have left them for his betters : 32a 
" We had a hundred abler men, 

** Nor need defend upon hb pen ■ 

** Say what you will about his reading, 

" You never can defend his breeding ; 

" Who in his Jatires, running riot, 325 

" Could never leave the worid in quiet ; 

" Attacking, when he took the u^i;ff , 

** Court, city, camp^^^-^aLil one to him, 

" But why would he, except htjlobber'd, 
*' Offend ovLT patriot, great Sir Robert 33* 

" Whofe counfeis aid the fov*reign pow'r 
*^ To fave the nation ev'ry hour ? 
'* Vihztfcenes of evil he unravels 
" In fatfres, libels, lying travels / 
" Not fparing his own clergy -cloih, 335 

** But eats into it, like a moth /■ 

Perhaps I may allow, the Dean 
Had too much la tire in his vein, 
And feem'd determined not to ftarve it, 
Becaufe no age could more deferve it. 340 
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Yet malice never was his aim ; 

He lafh'd the vice, but fpar*d the name. 

No individual could refent, 

Where thoufands equally were meant : 

His fatire points at no defeft, ^45 

But what all mortals may correal i 

For he abhorr'd that fenfelefs tribe 

Who call it humour when they gibe : 

He fpar'd a hump or crooked nofe, 

Whofe owners fet not up for beaux. 350 

True genuine dulnefs mov'd his pity, 

Unlefs it offered to be witty. 

Thofe who their ignorance confeft. 

He ne'er offended with a jeft ; 

But laugh'd to hear an idiot quote 355 

A verfe from Horace learn'd by rote. 

Vice, if it e'er can be abafh'd, 

Muft be or ridiculed or l/Jh^d, 

If you refent it, who's to blame ? 

He neither knew ycu nor your nam^?. 360 

Should vice expert to 'fcape rebuke, 

Becaufe its own^r is a duke ? 

His friendfhips, ftill to few confin'd, 

Were always of the middling kind ; 

No fools of rank or mongrel breed, 365 

Who fain would pafs for lords intlced, 

Where titles give no right or pow'r. 

And peerage is a withered flower. 

He would have deem'd it a difgrace. 

If fuch a wretch had known his face. 3 je 

On rural fquires, that kingdom's bane, 

He vented oft his wrath in vain : 

— ^ Squires to market brought ; 

Who fell their fouls and for nought ; . 

Th« go joyful back, 73j^ 

To the church, their tenants rack, 

Go fnacks with ***** 

And keep the peace, to pick up fees ; 

Ia 
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In every job to have a fhare, 

A jail or t— np — e to repair j 38© 

And turn the ^^for public roads 

Commodious to their own abodes. 

He never thought an honour done him, 
Becaufe a peer was proud to own him ; 
Would rather flip afide, and chufe 385 

To talk with wits in dirty flioes ; 
And fcorn the tools with ilars and garters* 
So often feen carefling Chartres. 
He never courted men in ftation, 
Norperfons held in admiration. 390 

Of no man's greatnefs was afraid^ 
Becaufe he fought for no man's aid. 
Though trufted long in great affairs. 
He gave himfelf no haughty airs : 
VTithout regarding private ends, 395 

Spent all his credit tor his friends ; 
And only chofe the wife and good ; 
Noflatt'rers ; no allies in blood ; 
But fuccour'd virtue in diflrefs. 
And feldom fail'd of good fuccefs ; 400 

As numbers in their hearts mufl own, 
Who, but for him, had been unknown. 

He kept with princes due decorum ; 
Yet never flood in awe before 'em. 
He follow 'd David's lefTon juft 405 

In princes never put his trufl : 
And, would you make hinn truly four. 
Provoke him with a flave in power. 

The I— fh f te if you nam'd, 

With what impatience he declaim'd ! 41© 

Fair Liberty was all his ciy ; 
For her he flood prepar'd to die ; 
For her he boldly flood alone ; 
For her he oft cxpos'd his own. 

VoL.VIII. C Two 
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Two kingdoms *, juft as fa£Hon led. 
Had fet a price upon his head ; 
But not a traitor could be found, 
To fell him for fix hundred pound. 

Had he but fpar'd his tongue and pen. 
He might have rofe like other men : 
But power was never in his thought. 
And wealth he valued not a groat : 
Ingratitude he often found, 
And picy'd thofe who meant the wound : 
But kept the tenor of his mind. 
To merit well of humankind : 
Nor made a facrifice of thofe 
Who ftill were true, to pleafe his foes. 
He laboured many a fmitlefs hour f , 
To reconcile his friends in power ; 
Saw mifchief by a faction brewing. 
While they purfu*d each other's ruin.'^^ 
But, finding vain.was all his care. 
He left the court in mere defpair. 

• In the year 1713, the \itt <Qiieen was prevailed with by 91 
drtfs from the ho^ife of Lcrds in England, to publif]) a pr^chm 
prrmifing three hundred pounds to difcuver the'au hor of a pamp 
called, The fublk fpir'tt of tbt fVl'tg^ : and in Ireland, in the year l 
the Lord Carte»e<, at his firflccming into the government, was 
vailed on to ifVue a proclamation, promising the likje reward of 
hundred pounds ro any peifon who could difcover the author 
pamphlet, called, The Drapier^s fourth letter^ fee, writ againfl 
dcftrufl've projedl of coining halfpence for Ireland. Bu: in m 
kingdom was the Dean difco^ered. Dub, tdif» j ■ See vol. ii. 
vol. iii, 

•f Queen A ine*8 miniftry Tell to variance from the firft year 
their miniftry began. Harcourt the Chancellor, and Lord Be 
broke the Secnfiiry, were d^f T^ntented with the Trcafurer Oxforc 
his too much mildotfs to ihe Whig party. This quinel grew h 
cvciy day unt 1 the Queens death. The Dean, who Was the only 
fon hat endeavourv-'d to reconcile t'rcm, fou'id itimpofiible: and t 
up n retired to thw'ciu/ury about ten weeks before that fatd e 
Upon which he returned to hisdcanry in Dublin j where, for 1 
ytars, l.c was worrie.i by the new people in powtr, and had huil 
•f iibels writ fgaijift him-\ji/England, !)«/•. eeiir, ■ 
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And, oh ! how fhort are human fchemes ! 435 
Here ended all our golden-dreams. 
What St. John's Ikill in ftate-afFairs, 
What Ormond's va-our^ Oxford's cares. 
To fave their finking country lent. 
Was all deftroy'd by one event 440 

Too foon that precious life was ended \ 
On which alone our weal depended. 
When up a dangerous fa£^ion ftarts j, 
With wrath and vengeance in their hearts ; 
By foUmn league and covenant hound, 445 

To ruin, {laughter, and confound ; 
To turn religion to a fable. 
And make the government a Babel : 
Pervert the laws, difgrace the gown. 
Corrupt the f— te, rob the c — — : 450 

To facrifice old E d's glory. 

And make her infamous in ftory. 
When fuch a tempeft fhook the land. 
How could unguarded virtue ftand ? 

With horror, grief, defpair, the Dean 455 

Beheld the dire deftrudive fcene : 
His friends in e^ildj or the tower, 
Himfelf within the frown of power * ; 
Purfu'd by bafe invenom'd pens, 

Far to the land of S- • and fens f 5 4^0 

A fcrvile race in folly nurs'd. 

Who truckle moft, when treated worft. 

t Ib the bti^ht of the. quarrel between the miniders, the Qnpen 
oie4. Dnh, edtit, 

I Ufoii Queciv Anne*s deaithy the Whig fallen wa> reftored to 
power which they exercifed with the utmofF rage and revenge ; im- 
peached and baaiflied the chief leaders of the church- party, and 
ftripped all their adherents of what employments . they had, &c. 
Dul. edit, 

* Upon the Queen's death, the Dean returned to live in Dubin at 
the dcanry*houfe* Numberlcfs libe)8 were writ againft him in 
Kngbnd as a Jacobite ) he was infuked in the (Irect, and at night 
be Mas forced to be attended by his fcrvants arinfd. : Dub. tdit, 

t The UQ.d of 9— and fcn«, is Ireland. Dkbntdit* 

C 2 Til 



28 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

By innocencc.and refolution, 
He bore continual perfecution ; 
While numbers to preferment rofc, 
"^Vhofe merit were to be his foes. 
When ev*n his own familiar friends^ 
Intent upon their private ends, 
Like renegadoes now he feels, 
Jgainji him lifting up their heels. 

The Dean did, by his pen, defeat 
An infamous deftruftive cheat % : 
Taught fool their intVeft how to know. 
And gave them arms to ward the blow. 
Envy hath own'd it was his doing, 
l^o fave that haplefs land from ruin : 
While they who at the fteerage ftood. 
And reap'd the profit, fought his blood. 

To fave them from their evil fate. 
In him was held a crime of ftate. 
A wicked monftcr on the bench *, 
Whofe fury blood could never quench ; 
As vile and profligate a villain, 
As modern Scroggs, or old Treflilian f ; 



ti One Wood, a hardwareman from England, had a pa 
coining copper halfpence for Ireland, to the fum io8,ooc 1,* v 
the confiqncnce muft leave that kingdom without gold c 
Dub. ^-^f/.— See the Drapier's letters, in vol. -5. and 4, 

• Oiie Whitfl}ed.was then Chict Juftice. He had fome y 
fart i^oficuted a printer for a pamphlet writ by the Dean, 
fuai» the people of Ireland to wear their own manufaOures [ 
p'.'zof.] Whitfh ti fent the jury doWn elevfeh times, anti k^ 
nine b;Alrs,'ivn ii they ^^ere forced to bring in a fpccial yerdifl 
;rs judge afterwards on the trial of the printer of the Drapicr' 
fct»er>-[vot ! i.J;" b»t. the juryi againO all he could fay, o 
threw out the bill. All the kirgdora took the Drapier's p 
ccpr the courtiers, or thofe who expcded p?actfs. The Dra 
tfelcbratrdJn^many' poems and pamphlets. His fign was A 
fnoft of the flrects "of t)ublin. (where many df them iiH CO 
aad in.feveral-VouT>fry ffwns. 'Dub.'r^t. ' '•' 

•f Scroggs wds* Ciielp Jufti<:e under KiVij' Charles II. ^H 
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Who long all juftice had difcarded, 485 

Nor feared he God, nor man regarded \ 

Vow'd on the Dean his rage to vent. 

And make him of his zeal repent : 

^ut heav'n his innocence defends, 

The grateful people fland his friends ; 490 

Not ftrains of law, nor judges frown, 

Kor topics brought to plcafe the the c , 

Nor witnefs hir'd, nor jury pick'd. 
Prevail to bring him in convidt. 

In exile with a fteady heart %. 495 

Hefpent his life's declining part; 
Where folly, pride and fa<5>ion (way, 
Remote from St. John *, Pope, and Gay. 

** Alas, poor Dcari ! his only fcope 
" Was to be held a mifinthrope, 500 

** This into gen'ral odium drew him, 
** Which if he lik'd, much good may*t do him. 
** His zeal was not to lafh our crimes^ 
" But dtfconteirt againft the times r 
** Vor had we made him timdy offers 505 

'* To raife his /o/?, or/// fcis c.ffcrs^ 
" Perhaps he might have truckled down, 
" Like other brethren of his gaivu, 
*' For party he would fcarce have bled : 

" I fay no more, becaufe he's dead, 510 

What writings has he left behind ? — 

I hear they're of a diff'rent kind : 

A few in verfe ; but mofb in profe — - 

" Some hi^h-flown pamphlets y I fuppofe ? — 

meat ;ilwa]'8 varied in ftatc tri:\l«, according to directions from court. 
Tnflilian was a wicked jud^c, hanged ubose tbr«:e hundred years ago. 
huh.tdu, 

X In Ireland, which he had reafon to c^W a place cf exile; Xo 
which country notl.ing could have oiivon hinn, but the Queen's 
death, wh(' had determined to f x him in Ergl. nd, in fpitc of the 
Duchefi of Somerfet, &c. Dvh, edit, 

• Henry St. John, Loid V.fcount Bolinebroke, Duh,edi\ 

c 3 M\ 
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** All fcribbled in the worft of times, 51 j 

** To palliate his friend Oxford's crimes, 

^* To praife Queen Anne, nay more, defend her, . 

** As never fav'ring the pretender ; 

*' Or libels yet conceal'd from fight, 

*^ Againft tlie court to fhew his fpight : 52a 

*' Perhaps his travels, part the third; 

'* A lie at ev'ry fecond word 

<* OfFenfive to a loyal ear :— — 

<^ But — ^not one fermon, you may fwear,— 

He knew an hundred plcafant ftories, 525 

With all the turns of Whigs and Tories : 
Was chearful to his dying day, 
And friends would let him have his way. 

As for his works in verfe or profe, 
I own myfelf no judge of thofe. 55© 

Nor can I tell what critics thought 'em ; 
But this I know, all people bought 'em. 
As with a moral view defigu'd, 
To pleafe, and to. reform mankind : 
And, if he often mifs'd his aim, 535") 

The world muft own it to their fhame, C 

The praife is his, and tKeirs the blame, 3 

He gave the little wealth he had 
To build ahoufe for fools and mad ; 
To fliew, by one fatiric touch, 540 

No nation wanted it fo much. 
That kingdom he hath left his debtor, 
I wifli it foon may have a better *, 
And, fince you dread no farther lafhes, 
Methinks you may forgive his afhes. 545 

• See vol. 7, 



To 
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To the Earl of Peteiborow, who com- 
manded the British forces in Spain *. 

Written in tfce year 1706. 

TITOrdanto fills the trump of fame, 

^^ The Chriftian world his deeds proclaim. 

And prints are crouded with his name. 

In joumies he outrides the poft, * 

Sits up till midnight with his hoft, 5 

Talks politics, and gives the toaft. 

Knows ev'ry prince in Europe's face. 
Flies like a fquib from place to place. 
And travels not, but runs a race. 

* This noble Lord had made a mod conliderable figore in his day. 
Hischarader was ».naiable and uncommoB. His life was a continueil 

- feries of variety. In his public and prtTate conduct he differed from 
moftmen. He had vifited all climate?, but had ftaid in Bon«. He 
was a citizen of the world. He conquered and maintained armies 
without money. His adions and expreifions were peculiar to him- 
feJf. He was of a vivaJty fuperior to all fatigue, and his courage 
was beyond any conception of danger. He verified, in many inftances^ 
whatever has been faid of romantic heroes. He feems to have been 
fixed only in his friendfliips and moral principles. He had a moft true 
itpad and affeOion for Swift and Pope. The Dean has here de- 
scribed him in a very particular manner, but fo judly, thai the four 
hft (Lanzas will give a moft perfeA and complete idea of Lord Peter- 
bon-ow's perf«n and military virtue, -Hb wit in the letter, vol. 9. 

. heafy and unaffected. At the time when he wrote that letter, he 
bad hung up bis helmet. and bis buckler, and was retired to his 
ploQgh and his wheelbarrow, wearied of courts, and difguiled with 
f^alefmcn. Orrery, 

From 
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From Paris gazette A-la-main, 

Mordanto in a week from Spain. 

A meflenger comes all a -reek ? 
Mordanto at Madrid to feck'; 
He left the town above a week. 

Next day the paftboy wfnds' his horn, 
And rides through Dover in the morn : 
Mordanto's landed from Leghorn. . 

Mofdanto gallops on alone, 
The roads are with his folPWers flrown. 
This breaks a girth, and that a. bone: 

His body a£tive as his mind, 
Returning found in limb and wind, 
Except fome leather loft behind. 

A fkeleton in outward figure. 
His meagi e corpft, though full of vigour. 
Would halt behind him, were it bigger. 

« So wonderfiil his expedition, 
When you have not the leaft fufpicion. 
He's with you like an apparition. 

• Shines in all climates like a ftar ; 
In fenates bold, and fierce in war 5 
A land-commander, and a tar. 

Heroic aftions early hired* in. 
Ne'er to be match'd in modern reading, 
But by his name-fake Charles of Sweden. 
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The Fable of Midas. 

Written in the year 1712. 

*'\Tldas, we are in ftory told, 
^^-^ Turn'd ev'ry thing he touch 'd to gold : 
He chip'cl his bread ; the pieces round 
Glittered, like fpankles on the ground : 
A codling ere it went his lip in. 
Would ftra;it become a golden pippin : 

* The Dean, though he did not much change the natural order 
of word:, was yet very exi& in his vefiBcation But it m y be re- 
marked, that verfes of eight fyilables are never harmonious, if the 
accent be placed on the fir^, and not repeated till the third or founh. 
The firft, fourth and eighth verfes are, among other;, exumpl s of 
thisiulej which will be illuftrated by changing the ftru^hirc, fo as 
to remove the accent frbm the firtt fyMable to the fecond. If indcad 
of, 

« Glittered, like fpapglea on the ground.'* 

the fourth verfe be read, 

** Like fpanglfs glitter*d on the ground," 

the ear will eaGly determine which /hould be preferred. It is howe - 
evtrtrue, that when the accent is placed on the /lift f» liable, and 
aiid repeated at the. fecond, the meafure h nut only harmonious, but 
acquires a peculiaf force. The eleventh yerfe is oflljis kind, 

•* Untouched it pafs'd between hia grinde-s.V 

which would be greatly enfeeblrd, by (hai>ging it to 

** It pafs'd untouch'd between his grinders;*' ' '• 

though the cadence w uU ftill be poetical, as the. firft accent would 
fall on the fecond fyflable-'. = ' ' " ' ". " 

".../..: .1.-. =. .. ii. .r :■ • He 
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He caird for drink ; you faw him fup 

Potable gold in golden cup ; 

liiff empty paunch that he might fill. 

He fuck'd his viftuals through a quill ; FO 

Untouched it pafs'd between his grinders, 

Or't had been happy for gold-finders : 

He cock'd his hat, you would have faid 

Mambrino's helm adorn'd his head : 

Whene'er he chance'd his hands to lay rj 

On magazines of corn or hay, 

Gold ready coined appear 'd, infte.ad 

Of paltry provender and bread ; 

Hence by wife farmers we are told^ 

Old hay is equal to old gold ; M 

And hence a critic deep maintains, 

We learn 'd to weigh our gold by grains. 

This fool had got a lucky hit ; 
And pe6plc fancy'd he had wit. 
Two gods their flcill in mufic try'd, 25 

And both chofe Midas to decide ; 
He againft Phoebus' harp decreed. 
And gave it for Pan's oaten reed ;. 
The god of wit, to fhew his grudge, 
Clapt afles' ears Updn the jtidge ; 30 

A goodly pair ere£l: and wide, . r 

Which he could neither gild nor hide. 

. And now the virtue of his hanxis 
Wa$ loft among PadVolus' fands, 
A jaihft whbfe torrent w^hile he fwims, 35 

The golden fcurf peels ofi^his limbs : 
Fame fpreads the news,, and people travel 
From far to gather golden gravel ; 
Midas, expos d to all their jeers. 
Had loft his art, and kept his ears. 49 

This tale inclines the gentle reader 
Tp; think upon a certain leader ; 

To 
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To whom from Midas downdefcends 

That virtue in the finger ends. 

What elfe by perquifites are meant, 45 

By penfiens, bribes, and three per cent* 

By places and commiffions fold. 

And turning dung itfelf to gold ? 

By ftarving in the midft of ftore. 

As t'other Midas did before ? - jo 

None e'er did modern Midas chufe 
Subject or patron of his mufe. 
But found bim thus then* merit fcan. 
That Phoebus muft give place to Pan : 
He values not the poet's praife, 55 

Nor will exchange his pliunbs * for bays. 
To Pan alone rich milcrs call ; 
And there's the jeft, for Pan is ALL. 
Here Engliih wits will be to feck, 
However, 'tis all one in the Greek, 60 

BefideSf it plainly now appears 
Our Midas too has aflcs' ears ; 
"Where ev'ry fool his mouth applies. 
And whifpers in a thoufand lies ; 
Such grofs deluiions could not pais 65 

Through any ears but of an afs. 

But gold defiles with frequent touch ; 
There's nothmg fouls the hand fo much : 
And fcholars give it for the caufe 
Of Britifh Midas' dirty paws ; 7© 

Which while the fenate ftrove to fcour. 
They wafh'd away the chymic power. 

While he his utmoft ftrength apply'd. 

To fwim againft the pop'lar tide, 

The golden fpoils .flew ofi^ apace ; 75 

Here fell a penfion, there a place : 



• A cant-word for ico,ooo 1« 



i\\t 
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The torrent mercilefs imbibes 

CommiflionSy perquifites, and bribes ; 

By their own weight funk to the bottom ; 

*' Much good may't do *em that have caught 'cm.** 

And Midas now negledFed ftands 8 1 

With afles' ears and dirty hands. 



The Reverend Dr. SHERIDAN to 
Dr. SWIFT. 

• Written in the year 1 7 1 2 . 

DEAR Dean, fince in cruxes and puns you and 
I deal. 
Pray, why is a woman a fieve and a riddle ? 
'1 is a thought that came into my noddle this morn- 
ing, 
In bed as I lay, Sir, a tofling and turning. 
You^'ll lind, if you read but a few of your hiftories, 
All women as Eve, all women are myftcries. 6 
To find out this riddle I kno\^ you*ll be eager. 
And make every one of the fex a Bel-phagor. 
But that will not do, for I mean to commend 'ein : 
I fwear without j eft I an honour intend 'em. - ' lo 
In a fieve. Sir, their ancient extraction I quite tell, 
In a riddle I give your their power and their title. 
This I told you before, do you know what I mean. 

Sir? 
* ** Not I, by my troih. Sir." — Then read it a- 

gain, Siri 
The reaibn I fend you thefe lines of rhymes double. 
Is purely thi ough pity to fave you the trouble 16 

• The Dean's anfvver. 

Of 
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Of thinking two hours for a rhyme as you did laft ; 
When your Pegafus cantered in triple, and rid faft. 

As for my little nag, which I keep at Parnaffus, 
With Phoebus's leave, to run with his aflcs, 20 
He goes flow and fure, and he never is jaded ; 
While your fiery fteed is whipped, fpurr'd, bafti- 
naded« 



\ 



Dean SWlFT's anfwer to the Reverend 
Dr, SHERIDAN. 



SIR, . 

. JN reading your letter alone in my hackney, 
Your damnable riddle my poor brains did rack 

• nigh, 

And when with much labour thfe matter I crackt, 
I found you miftaken in matter of fa^ft. 

A woman's no fieve, (for with that you begin), 
Becaufe fhe kts out more than e'er fhe takes in, 6 
And that fhe's a riddle, can never be ri^ht ; 
For a riddle is dark, but a woman is lignt, 
Biit grant her a fieve, I can fay fomething archer ; 
Pray what is a man ? he's a fine linen fearcher. 10 

Now tell me a thing that wants interpretation, 
What name for a maid *, was the firft man's dam- 
nation ? 
If your worfliip will pleafe to explain me this rebus, 
1 fwear from henceforward you iliall be my Phoebus, 

Fr(nn my hackney ^coachy Sept. 1 1. 
1712, paji 12 at noon. 

• Vir Gin, M»n-Tiap. 

VolVIU, D H 
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A LETTER to the]] Rev. Dr. Sheridan^ 
Written in the year 1718. 

SIR, 

TTTHate'er your predeceflbrs taught us, 
^^ I have a great elleem for Plautus ; 
And think your boys may gather there-hence 
More wit and humour than from Terence: 
But as to comic Ariftophanes, , 5 

The rogue too bawdy and too profane is. 
I went in vain to look for Eupolis, 
Down in the Strand * juft where the new pole is ; 
Tor I can teJl you one thing, that I can, 
Yon will not find it in the Vatican, 10 

He and Cratinus ufed, as Horace fays. 
To take his greateft grandees for afles. 
Poets, in thofc days, ufcd to venture high ; 
But thcfe are loft iuU many a century. 

Thus you may fee, dear friend, ex feda hcucc 1 ^ 
My judgement of the old comedians^ 

Proceed to tragics, firft Euripides 
( An author, where I fomedmes dip a-days) 
Is rightly cenfur'd by tlie Stagirite, 
Who fays his numbers do jiot fadge aright, 20 

A friend of mine that author defpifes -j 

So much, he (wears ttie very beft piece is, C 

For aoight he knows, as bad as Thefpis's ; j 

• N.'B. Th*" Strand in London. The faft may be fajfc, but the 
rhyme coft me fwixie tiouhle. 

And 
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And thit a woman, in thofe tragedies^. 

Commonly fpeaking, but a fad jade is. 25 

At Icaft, Via well aiTur'd, that no folk lays 

The weight on him they do on Sophocles. 

But above all I prefer -^fchylus, 

Whofe moving touches,, when they pleafc, kill us.. 

And now I find mj^ mufe but ill able 30 

To hold out longer in trifyllable. 
I chofe thefe rhymes out, for their difficulty : 
Will you return as hard ones if I call t'ye ? 



The F A G G O T. 

Written in the year 17 13, when the Queen's mini- 
ilers were quarrelling among themfelves^ *« 

r\Bferve the dying father fpeak : 

^^ Try, lads, can you this bundle break ; 

Then bids the youngeft of the fix 

Take up a well-bound heap of flicks, 

They thought it was an old man's maggot ; 5 

And ftrove by turns to break the faggot : 

In vain : the complicated wands 

Were much too flrong for all their hands. 

See, faid the ifire, how foon 'tis done : 

Then took and broke them one by one, 10 

So ftrong you'll be, in friendfhip ty'd ; 

bo <piickly broke, if you divide. 

* See more of the author's endeavours to procure a reconcllenaeot 
among them, in the letters to and from Dr, Swift, in vol. 9. 
See aUb free thotishts on the prefent fiaie of affairs. 

D z Kcc9 
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Keep clofe then, boys, and never quarrel. 
Here ends the fable and the moral. 

L 

This tale may be apply 'd in few words 15 

To treafurers, comptrollers, {lewardsj^ 
And others, who in folemn fort 
Appear with flender wands at court : 
Not firmly join'd to keep their ground^ 
But lafhing one another round : 20 

While wife men think they ought to fight 
With quarter-ftaves, inftead of white ; 
Or conftable with ftaff of peace, 
Should come and mnke the clatt'ring ceafc ; 
Which now difturbs the Queen and court, 2.J 

,And gives the Whigs and rabble fport. 

In hiftory we never found, 
The ConfuVs /a/as * were unbound ^ 
Thefe Romans were too wife to think on't. 
Except to lafh fome grand delinquent. 30 

How would they blufli to hear it faid. 
The Praetor broke the Conful's head ; 
Or Cohful in his purple gown, 
Came up and knocked the Pr«tor down. 

Come, courtiers ; every man his fdck : 35: 

Lord Treafurer ^, for once be quick ; 
And that they may the clofer cling,. 
Take your blue ribbon for a ftring. 
Come, trimming Harcourt J, bring your mace ; 
And fquecze it in, or quit your place : 40 

Difpatch ; or elfe that rafcal Northey || 
Will undertake to do it for thee : 



* Fafces, a bundle of rods or fmall fticks carried before the Confuls 
at Rome. 

t Robert Harlcy, Earl of Oxford. 

j Lord Chancellor. 

11 Sir Edward Northey, Attorney-General, brought in by Lord 
Harcourt, yet very defirous of the great Teal. 

And 
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And be aflur'd the court will find him 
Pjfpar'd to leap o'er 1 ticks, or bind *em. 

To make the bundle ftrong and fafe, 45 

Great Onnond, lend thy genVal*s ftaff ; 
And, if the crofier could be cramm'd in. 
A ^g for Lechmere, King, and Hambden. 
You'll then defy the ftrongcft Whig 
Widi both his hands to bend a twig. 50 

Though with united ftrengih they all pull 
From Somers down to Craggs and Walpole. 

The AUTHOR upon himfclf. 

Written In the year 1713, 

jf/evj of the firfi. lines were wanting in the copy fenir- 
tti by a friend of the author'' ir. 

t #. # # *■■■ m- *• « 

# ♦■ %- # # « « « 

♦ •• •- • *♦ »•* 

#» • % m -.%■%- i^ % 

BY an old purfu'd ' 
A crazy prelate *, and a royal prude f ;; 
By dull divines, who look wiih envious eyes, 
.On ev^ry. genius that attempts to rife ; 
. Atid paufing o'er a pipe with doubtful nod, . 
Give hints, that poets ne'er believe in God ; , 
So clOAvns on fcholars as on wizards look. 
And take a folio for a conj 'ring book :j:^ 

• Dr. Sbarp,^ Archbiffiopof Ybrk*^ 

f Her late iSlajefty Queen Anne, 

\ Archbiihop Sharp, accord ng to Dr. Swift's acccnn% had rc,)re- 
fcn'ed him to the Queen as a perfoh that was not a Chri(^ian t a g: e ;t 
lady bad fupported the afperGon ;. and the Queen, upon fuch a ki- 
rames, had given away the bifliopric contrary to her Majefty's jft 
KtvAtioxo^ vlucb wcrtia favour of Pr« Swift» (^Trtr;^^ 

D3 Ssi'vtV 
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Swift had the fin of wit, no venial crime ; 
Nay, 'tis affirm'd, he fonietimes dealt in rhyme ; ix> 
Humour and mirth had place in all he writ ; 
He reconcil'd divinity and wit : [^gmcei 

He mov*d, and bow'd, and talk'd, with too much 
Nor fhew'd the parfon in his gait or face; 
Defpis'd luxurious wines, and coftly meat ; 15 
Yet ftill was at the tables of the great ; 
Frequented lords ; faw thbfe that Taw the Queen ; 
At Child's or Truby's * never once had been ; 
Where town and country vicars flock' in tribes, 
Sccur'd by numbers fi'om the lay mens gibes, 20 
And deal in vices of the graver fort, 
Tobacco, cenfure, cofiee, pride, and port. 

But after fage monitions from his friends. 
His talents to employ for nobler ends ; 
To better judgements willing to fubmit, 25 

He turns to politics his dangerous wit. 

And now the public intereft to fupport. 
By Harley Swift invited comes to court ; 
In favour grows with minifters of ftate ; 
Admitted private, when fuperiors wait : 30 

And Harley, not afham'd his choice to own. 
Takes him to Windfor in his coach alone. 
At Windfor Swift no fooner can appear. 
But St. John t comes and whifpers in his ear : 
The waiters ftand in ranks; the yeomen cry, 35 
*' Make room,*' as if a Duke were paifing by. 

Now Finch :|: alarms the Lords : he hears for cer- 
tain 
This dang'rous prieft is got behind the curtain. 

* A ooffeehoDfe and tavern near St. PauPs, at that time much fre« 
qu nted by the clergy, 

f Then Secretary f>f State, afterwards Lord BoHngbfoke. 

% The late Eari of Nottingham^ vvho made a fpecch in the houfe 
of Lords ^linfl the author* 

.Rnch, 



, MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 4^ 

Finch, fam'd for tedious elocution, proves 
Tliat Swift oils many a fpring which Harley moves. 
Walpole and Aiflabie ||, to clear the doubt, 41: 

Inform the Commons^ that the fecret's out : 
*' -A certain doftor is obferv'd of late 
** To haunt a certain minifter of ftate : 
** From whence with half an eye we may difcover 45 
** The peace is made^ and Perkin muft come over." 

York is from Lambeth fent to fliew the Queen 
A dangerous treatife writ agaipft the fpleen * ; 
Which, by the ftyle, the matter, and the drift, - 
Tis thought could be the work of none but Swift, 
Poor York ! the harmlefs tool of others hate ; 51 
He fues for pardon f, and repents too late. 

Now, her vengeance vows 

On Swift's reproaches for her 

From her red locks her mouth with venom fills ; 55 

And thence into the royal ear inftills. 

The Queen incens'd, his fervices forgot, 

liCaves him a vi^im to the vengeful Scot. 

Now through the realm a proclamation fpread Xt 

To fix a price on his devoted head. 60 

^hile innocent, he fcorns ignoble flight ; 

His watchful friends preferve him by a fleight. 

By Harley 's favour once again he fhines ; 
Is now carefs'd by candidate divines, 
Who change opinions with the changing fcene : 65 
Lord ! how were they miftaken in the Dean ! 

I They both fpoke againft the author in the hoafe of Commons, 
>bhrQgh AiOahie profelTed much fnend.hsp for blm. 

• Talc of a Tub. 

t His Grace was forry for what he had faid, and Cent a meiTagc 
to the authbr to deftre his pardon. 

I The proclamation was againd the author of a pamphlet, called, 
" The pvblic fpirit of the Whigs^'* againft which the Scotch Lords 
fomplused. S«e it in vol. %. 

Novr 
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Now Delaware || again familiar grows ; 

And in Swift's ear thrufts half his powder'd nofe» 

The Scottiih nation, whom he durft offend. 

Again apply that Swift would be their friend **, 70- 

By faction, tir'd, with grief he waits a while. 
His great contending friends to reconcile, 
Performs what friendfliip, juftice, truth, require: 
What could he more but decently retire * } 



In SICK N E S S. 

Written foon after the author's coming to live i» 
Ireland, upon the Queen's death, Odober 1714. 

*'! IS true, then why fliould I repine 

^ To lee my life fo fall: decline ? 
But why obfcurely here alone, 
Where I am neither lov'd nor known ? 
My liate of health none care to learn ; 5 

My life is here no foul's concern : 
And thofe with whom I now converfe. 
Without a tear will tend my herfe. 
Remov'd from kind Arbuthnot's aid, 
^ho knows his art, but not his trade, 10 

II Delaua-c, then Lorfl Treafurcr of the houfehold, always careil^ 
e<\ the author at court : bur, during the trial of the prrntert before 
the houfe of Lords, and while the proclamation hung over the au- 
thor, his Lordfhip would not feem to know him. 

** The Stotch Lords treated and vifited the author more afre the 
pr clam^tton than before, except the uuke of Argyll, who wool . ne- 
ver" be reconciled. 

• About ten weeks before the Qoeeo^s death, I left ht- tow \ up- 
on occafion of that ircurahls l^rcach among the gr«tt m » a. ccurt, 
and wcBt down to Beikibirc. 

- Preferring 
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Preferring his regard for mc 
Before his credit, or his fee. 
Some formal vilits, looks, and words^ 
VThat mere humanity affords, 
[ J meet perhaps^ from three or four, 15 

From whom I once expected more ; 
Which thofe who tend the lick for pay 
Can TuCt as decently as they : 
But no obliging tender friend 

To help at my approaching end. 20 

My life is now a burden grown 
To others, ere it be my own. 

Ye formal weepers for the fick. 
In your laft offices be quick : 

And fpare my abfent friends the grief 25 

To hear, yet give mc no relief; 
Expir'd to-day, intomb'd to-morronf, 
When known^ will fave a double forrow. 



To the Earl of Oxford, late Lord Trea- 
furer. Sent to him when he was in the 
Tower, before his trial. 

Out of Horace. 

Written in the year 17 16. 

TJOW blefs'd is he who for his country dies^ 
•*^ Since death purfues the coward as he flies I 
The youth in vain would fly from fate's attack. 
With trembling kneesj and terror at his back ; 
TTio' fear Ihould lend him pinions like the wind, 9 
Yet fwifter fate will feize him from behind. 

Virtue. 
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Virtue repuls'd, yet knows not to repine : 
But (hall with unattainted honour ihine ; 
Nor {loops to take the ftaff *, nor lays it down, 
Juft as the rabble pleafe to finile or frown. i 

Virtue, to crown her favorites, loves to try 
Some new unbeaten paffage to the fky ; 
Where Jove a feat among the gods will give 
To thofe who die for meriting to live. 

Next, faithful filence hath a fure reward ; i 
Within our breaft be ev'ry fecret barr*d : 
He who betrays his friend, fhall never be 
Under one roof, or in one fliip, with me. 
For who with traitors would his fafety truft. 
Left With the wicked heaven involve the juft ?. 7 
And though the villain 'fcape a while> he feels 
Slow vengeance, like a blood^hbund, at his heels. 

Ad amicum eruditumTHOMAM Sherida>; 

Scripfit Oft. ann. Dom. 1717. 

"pvEliciae Sheridan mufarum, dulcis amice, 
•*^ Sic tibi propitius Permeffi ad flumen ApollO; 
Occurrat, feu te mimum convivia rident, 
^cjuivocofquc fales fpargis, feu ludere verfu 
Malles; die, Sheridan, quifnam fuit ille deorum, 
Quje melor natura orto tibi.tradidit artem 
Rimandi genium puerorum, atque ima cerebri 
Scrutandi ? Tibi nafcenii ad cunabula Pallas 
Aftitit ; et dixit, mentis praefaga futuf ae, 
Heu, pucr infelix ! noftroXub Hdctc natus ; i* 

* A. whic« (bfr U the enCsn of the Lord Treafortr*s olSc6. 

Nan 
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Nam tu pe£lus eris fine corpore, corporis umbra ; 

Sed levitate umbram fuperabi$, voce cicadam : 

Muica femur, palmas tibi mus deditj ardea crura. 

Corpore fed tenui tibi quod natura negavit, 

Hoc animi dotes fupplebunt ; teque doceute, i ; 

Nee longum tcmpus, furget tibi dofta juventus, 

Artibus egregiis animas infh-u^ba novellas. 

Grex hinc Poeonius veuit, cccc^ fahuifer ovhu 

Aft illi caufas orant ; his infula vifa eft 

Divinam capiti nodo conftringere mi tram. 20 

Natalis te horas non fallunt iigna, fed ufque 
ConfciuSy expedias puero (eu laetus Apollo 
Naicenti arriiit ; five ilium frigidus horror 
Satumi premit, aut feptem inflavere triones. 

Quin tu alte peniiuloue latentia femina cernis, 25 
Qnxque diu obtundendo olim fub luminis auras 
Enimpent, piomis ; quo ritu fsepe puella 
Sub cinere hefterno fopitos fufcitat ignes» 

Te dominum agnofcit quocunque fub aere natus ; 
Quos indulgentis nimium cuftodia matris 30 

PeiTundat : nam fsepe vides in fiiipite matrem. 

Aureus at ramus, venerandse dona Sibylls^ 
SsitTt fedes tantiim patefecit Avernus ; 
Saepe puer, tua quern tetigit femel aurea virga, 
Coelumque leirafque vidct, noAemque profundam. 



S^^S^;T5^tSL^w^Xfir® 



APOLLO to the DEAN. 

Written in the year 1720. 

DlghtTrufty, and fo forth,— —wc let you to 
^ know 

We are very ill us'd by you mortals below. 

For 
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Foe, firft, I have often by chymifts been told, 
Tho* I know nothing on't, it is I that make gold, 
"Which when you have^got, you fo carefully hide it, , 
That, fince I was born, I hardly have fpy'd it. 6 
Then it muft be allow'd, that whenever I fhine, 
I forward the graft, and I ripen the vine ; 
To me the good fclltjws apply for relief. 
Without whom they could get neither claret nor bccft 
Yet their wine and their viftuals thefe ctirmudgcon* 
lubbards 1 1 

Lock dp from my fight in cellars and cupboards. 
That I have an ill eye they wickedly think. 
And taint all their meat, and four all their drink. 
But, thirdly and laftly, it muft be allow'd, ' if 

I alone can infpire the poetical croud : 
This re gratefully own'd by each boy in the college, 
"Whom if I infpire, it is not to my knowledge. 
This ev'ry pretender to rhyme will admit, 19 

Without troubling his head about judgement or wit. 
Thefe gentlemen ufe me with kindnefs and freedom; 
And as for their works, when I pleafe I may read *em: 
They lie open on purpofe on counters and ftalls. 
And the titles I view, when 1 fhinc on the walls. 
But a comrade of yours, that traitor Delany, 25 
Whom I, for your fake, love better than any, 
And of my mere motion, and fpecial good grace. 
Intended in time to fuccced in your place, 
On Tuefday the tenth feditioufly came 
With a certain falfe traitrefs, one Stella by name, 30 
To the deanery-houfe, and on the north glafs. 
Where, for fear of the cold, I never can pafs, 
Then and there, vi et armis, with a certain utenfil, 
Of value five fhillings, in Englifli a pencil. 



• Ciirmudgecn, a word h:rc ufe J as an adje^^ive, now fignK*es a 
forv^id i.igg^rdly fellow, \\\t ^Aas perhaps in its orig nal lenfe v,f more 

Taut, t 

Did 



CKtei.fiv'tr import, being probably a coriui»tion of cotur mecbant, t 
wicked hfeiiri. * 
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Did maliciouflj, falfely, and trait *roufly write, 35 
Whilft Stella aforefaid ftood by with a light ♦. 
My lifter has lately depos'd upon oath. 
That fhe ftopt in her courfe to look at them both : 
That Stella was helping, abetting, and aiding ; 
And ftill as he writ, ftood fmiling and reading : 40 
That her eyes were as bright as myfelf at noonday, 
But her graceful black locks were mingled with grey; 
And by the defcription I certainly know, 
Tis the nymph that I courted fome ten years ago ; 
"V^Tiom when I with the beft of my talents endu'd 45 
On her promife of yielding, Ihe afted the pnide : 
That (bme verfes were writ with felonious intent, 
Direft to the north, where I never went : 
lliaf the letters appeared reverfe thro' the pane, 
But in Stella's bright eyes they were place 'd right 
again ; 50 

Wherein fhe diftinftly could read ev'ry line. 
And prefently guefs'd the fancy was mine f* 
Now you fee why his verfes fo feldom are fliown : 
The reafon is plain, they're none of his own ; 
And obferve while you live, that no man is fliy ^5 
To difcover the goods he came honeftly by. 
If I light on a thought he'll certainly ftcal it : 
And when he has got it, finds way to conceal it : 
Of all the fine tilings he keeps in the dark. 
There's fcarce one in ten, but what has my mark ; 60 
And let them be feen by the world if he dare, 
ril make it appear, they are all ftolen ware. 
But as for the poem he writ on your fafh, 
I think I have now got him under my laili ; 

• See verfes faid to be cut by two of the Dean's friends upon a 
p?nc '/f glafs in one of his parKurs, among *-hc pcfthumcuf p.eces in 
til's vo'tjrre. 

f The mechanifm cf this poem is fornfd upon a nlfl.ke, wh-ch 
a ^ery f'ight tonfidtration of the L;ws of vilion wou d I a%c picve..t- 
ed. The vihole dtpenc's Upon Cyr.thia's rcdirg in StcJIas eyes the 
writing, which appeared ijive:tid through ihc ptn-. : hrt ai the writ- 
irg w, s not ir.ViT» d on that fdc of f .e ^hCs at wh'iCu StCiia looked, 
it m'A nfc»''"^«-i'y be inverted in h- r -yi j. 

Vol. VIII. E Mv. 
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My fiftcr tranfcrib'd it laft night to his forrow, 
And the public ihall fee't, if I live till to-morrov 
Thro' the zodiac around it fhall quickly be fprei 
In all parts of the globe, where your language is r 
He knows very well, I ne'er gave a refufal, 
"When he aflc'd for my aid in the forms that ar 

fual: 
But the fecret is this ; I did lately intend 
To write a few vcrfes on you, as my fi iend : 
I ftudied a fortnight before I could find. 
As I rode in my chariot, a thought to my mind, 
And refolv'd the next winter, (for that is my time 
When the days are at fhorteft), to get it in rhyiti 
Till then it was lock*d in my box at Parnaflus : 
When that fubtle companion, in hopes to furpaC 
Conveys out my paper of hints by a trick, 
(For I think in my confcience he deals with o/d nic 
And"fi?om my own ftock provided with topics, 
He gets to a window beyond both the tropics ; 
There out of my fight, juft againft the north zo 
Writes down my conceits, and calls them his om 
And you, like a cully, the bubble can fw allow 
Now, who but Delany, that writes like Apollo 
High treafon by ftatute ! but here you ohyed. 
He only ftole hints, but the verfe is correct ; 
Tho' the thought be Apollo's, 'tis finely exprefs 
So a thief fteals my horle, and has him well dref 
No\Nr, whereas the laid a'iminal feemspaft repenta 
We Phcebus think fit to proceed to xhi fentencc 
Since Delany has dar'd, like Prometheus his fir 
To climb to our region, and thence to fteal fire 
We order a vulture, in fhape of the fplceu, 
To prey on his liver, but not to be fecn. 
And we order our fubje<fls of ev'ry degree 
To believe all his verfes wa-e written by me ; 
And, under the pain of /)ur highefi: difpleafur 
To call noihing his but the rhyme and the meai 
And laftly, for Stella juft out of her prime, 
I'm too much rcveng'd already by time. 
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In return to her fcom, I fcnt her difeafes ; 
But wiil now be her friend, whenever (he plcafcs : 
And the gifts I beflow'd her will find her a lover, 10 j 
Though Ihe lives 10 be grey as a badger all over. 



An Elegy on the much lamented death o£ 
of Mr. Dbmar, the famous rich ufurer, 
who died the 6th of July 1720*. 

Written in the year 1720. 

IT" Nnow all men by thefe prcfents. Death the tamcr- 

•■^ By mortgage hath fecur'd the corpfe of Demar; 

Nor can four hendred thoufand Sterling pound 

Redeem him from his pi^ifon under ground. 

His heirs might well, of all his wealth pofleft, ; 

Bcftow to bury him one iron cheft. 

Piutus the god of wealth will joy to know. 

His f^bful fleward in the fhades below.. 

He walk'd the ftreets, and wore a tlireadbare cloak ; 

He din*d and fupp'd at charge of other folk : 1 Ov 

And by his looks, had he held out his palms, 

He might be thought an object fit for aims ; 

So, to the poor if he refus'd his pelf, 

He us'd them full as kindly as himfelf. 

Where*cr he went, he never faw his betters ; 15 
Lords, knights, and 'fquires, were all his humble 
dJebtors ; 

* This elegy was a fubjc£l ftartcd and partly executed in company, 
cor.fifting of Swift and Stella, and a few friends. Every one threw 
ijiahint; and S:ella*s werethe 3jft, '^id, 33d, and 34' h lines. 
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And under hand and feal the Irifli nation 
Were force'd to own to him then- obligatioR 

He that could once have half a kingdom b< 
In half a minute is not worth a groat. 
His cofFers from the coffin could not fave 
Nor all his^ iiu'reft keep him from the grave. 
A golden monument would not be right, 
Becaufe we wifh the earth upon him light. 

OK London tavern * ! thou haft loft a frien 
Tho* in thy walls he ne'er did farthing fpend 
He touch'd the pence when oihers touched tin 
The hand that fign'd the mortgage paid the il: 

Old as he was, no vulgar known difeafe 
On him covild ever boaft a power to feife ; 
But as his gold he weighed, grim death in fpig 
Caft in his dart, which made three moidores 1 
And as he fiiw his darling money fail. 
Blew his laft breath to fink the lighter fcalc. 
He who fo long was current, 'twould be ftran 
If he fliould now be cry*d down firice his char 

The fexton fhall green fods on thee befto^ 
Alas ! the fexton is thy banker now, 
A difmal banker muft that banker be. 
Who gives no bills but of mortality *. 

• A tavern in Dublin where Dcmar kept his office* 
f See an epitaph on this mifer, vol. fii. p. soi. 



MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. g) 

The Run upon the Bankers. 

Written in the year 1 720. 

I 
'T'HE bold incroachers on the deep 
•*• Gain by degrees huge trades of land, , 
Till Neptune with one general fweep 
Turns ail again to barren ilrand^ 
II. 
The multitude's capricious^ pranl^^ 5*: 

Are faid to reprefent the feas ; 
Which breaking bankers and the banks, 
Refume their oviu whene'er they pleafe. 
IIL- 
Money,,thc life-blood of the nation, 

Corruprs and Magnates in the veins,., 10 

Unlefs a proper circulation 
Its motion and its heat maintains^. 
IV;. 
Becaufe 'tis lorldly not to pay, . . 
Quakers and. aldermen in ll:ite 
like peers-have levees cvVy day 15 

Of duna attending at their gate. 
V. 
We want our money on the nail ; 

The banker's^ruin'd if he pays : . 
They fecm to a^ an ancient tale ; 
The buds are met to ftrip the jays. > 20- 

VI. 
Eiches, the wifeft monarch f ^ngs, 
** Makt pinions for themfelves- to fly :" 

"fi. Solemon. 

E.3, They, 
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They fly like bats on parchment wings, 

And geefc their lilver plumes fupply. 
VII. 
Na money left for fqtrand'ring heirs ! 25" 

Bills turn the leaders into debtors : 
The wifh of Nero now is theirs^ 

That they had never known their letters *. 
VIII. 
Conceive th^ works of midnight-hags, 

Tormenting fools behind their backs : 3*^ 

Thus bankers o*er their bills and bags 

i)it fqueeziuQ images of wax f • 
IX. 
Conceive the whole inchantment broke ; 

The witches left in open air, 
With power no more than other folk, 35 

Exposed with all their magic ware. 

So powerful arc a bankers bills. 

Where creditors demand their due y 
They break up counters, doors, and tills, 

And leave the empty chefts in view. 4a 

, XI. 
Thus when an earthtjuake lets in light,. 

Upon the god of gold and hell. 
Unable to endure the fight. 

He hides within his darkeft cell.. 
XII. 
As when a conjurer takes a leafe 45 

From Satan for a term of years. 
The tenant's in a difmal cafe, 

Whene'er the bloody bond | appears. 



• It is f:id of 'Nerot that when he firft came to the imperial dig- 
nity from the tutorage of Seneca, being aiked to fign a warrant for an 
execution, he \Aiflmd he could not write. 

f Witches were tabled to torment the alfent, by roafling or other- 
wt e ill vrcuiini? tbeir images in wax. 

\ Th^k contrads were always fuppofed to be figned with blood. 



XIII. A 
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Xllf. 

A baited banker thus defponds. 

From his own hand forefees his fall ; 50 

They have his foul who have his bonds ; 
'lis like the writing on the wall ♦. 
XIV. 
How will the caitiff wretch be fcar'd. 
When firll he finds himfelf awake 
At the laft trumpet, unprepar'd, 55 

And all his grand account to make } 
. XV. 
For in that univerfal call 

Few bankers will to heav'n be mounters r 
They'll cry,. Ye (hops upon us fall, 
Conceal and cover us, ye counters : 6e 

XVI. 
When other hands the fcales fhall hold. 

And they in men and angels fight 
Produce'd with all their bills and gold, 
Weigh'd in the balance, and found light. 



The Description of an IRISH FEAST, 
tranflated almoft literally out of the ori- 
ginal Irifli, 

Tranflated in the year 1720. 



O 



Rourk'S noble fare 
Will ne'er be forgot, 
By thofe who. were there, 
Or thofe who were not. 



* Menc mene tekel uphac£»» 



His 
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His revels to keep. 

We fupand we dine 
On feven fcore iheep» 

Fat bullocks and fwine; 
nfquebaugh to our feaii. 

In pails was brought up, 
An hundred at leail, 

And a madder * our cup* 
O there is the I'port ! 

We rife with the light 
In diforderly fort, 

From fnoring all night. 
. O how was I tricked- 1. 

My pipe it was broke, 
My pocket was picked, 

1 loft my new cloak. 
Pmrifl'd, quoth Nell, 

Of mantle and kercher f : 
Why then far^ them well, 

The de*il.take the fearcher. 
Come, harper, ftrike up ; 

But, firft, by your favour. 
Boy, give us a cup ^ 

Ah ! this has fome favour. 
Rourk's jolly boys 

Ne'er dream 'd. of the matter, 
'Till rous'd by the noife 

And muficardatrer. 
They bounce from their neft. 

No longer will tarry, 
They rife ready dreft. 

Without one Jve Morry, 
They dance in a round. 

Cutting capers and ramping ^ 
A mercy the ground 
. Did not burft with their ftamping. 

• A wooden veflel. 
X An handkerchief*. 
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The floor is all wet 

With leaps and with jumps. 
While the water and fweat 

Splifh fplafh in their pumps. 
Blefs you late and early, 45 

Laughlin O Enagin, 
By my hand *, you dance rarely, 

Margery Grinagin f . 
Bring flraw for our bed, 

Shake it down to the feet, 5© 

Then over us fpread 

llie winnowing Ihcet : 
To Ihow I don't flinch. 

Fill the bowl up again ; 
Then give us a pinch 55 

Of your fneezing, a yean ij. 
Good Lord, what a fight. 

After all their good cheer. 
For people to fight 

In the midft of their beer f 60 

They rife from their fcaft. 

And hot arc their brains, 
A cubit at leafl: 

The length of their fkeans J. 
What flabs and what cuts, 6j 

What clatt'ring of flicks ; 
What ftrokes on the guts, 

What baflings and kicks \ 
With cudgels of oak 

Well hardeu'd in flame 7© 

An hundred heads broke. 

An hundred ftruck lame. 
You churl, rU maintain 

My father built Lulk, 



• An Irifli rath, 

t The name of an Iri/h womaa, 
t An Irifli word for a woma.i. 
I Dagger^s or ihort fwords. 



TVift 
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The caftle of hlain, 75 

And Carrick Drumrufk : 
The Eiirl of Kildare, 
- And Moynalta, his brother, 
As great as they are, 

I was nurs'd by their mother *, 80 

Aik that of old Madam, 

She'll tell you who's who, 
As far up as Adam, 

She knows it is true. 
Come do^vn with that beam, 85 

If cudgels are fcarce, 
A blow on the weam. 

Or a kick on the a — fe 



A French Gentleman dining with fome com- 
pany on a faft day, called for fome bacon 
and eggs. The reft were very angry, and 
reproved him for fo hainons a fin : where- 
upon he wrote the following lines exUmfore,, 
which are here tranflated. 

TyEut on croire avec bm fens 
■*• J^^'/i lardon le mit en colere^ 
Ou^ que manger un harangy 

Cejl un fecret pour lui plaire f 
En fa ghire envekpe^ 5 , 

Songe fil bien de nos fovpi ^ 



• It is the cuf^om in Ireland, to call nurfes ft fter mothers, tbetr 
hufhand fofter fathers, and their children fofter- brothers or fofter- 
ftfter* J and thus the poarcft claim kindred to the richcft. 

In 
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In ENGLISH. 

VyHO can believe with common (enfc, 
^^ A bacon flice gives God offence, . 
Or how a herring hath a charm 
Almighty vengeance to dilarm ? 
Wrapt up in majefty divine, 5 

Does he regard on what we dmc ? 

An excellent new Song on a fcditious 
pamphlet *. 

To tbe tune -^ PackingtonV Pond. 

Written in the year 1720. 

DRocados, and damallcs, and tabbies, and gawfes, 
^ Are by Robert Ballentine lately brought over. 
With forty things more : now hear what the law 
fays. 
Whoe'er will not wear them, is not the King's 
lover. 

Though a printer and dean 5 

Seditioufly mean 
Our true Irifh hearts from old England to w^an ; 
We'll buy Englifh filks for our wives and our 
^ daughters, 

Infpite of his Deanfliip and journeyman Waters. 

• Dr. S*;fr having wrote a trtaiife advifing the people of I«eland 
to wear their own manufa^ufcs, a ^irofccuiitn was fit on toot agairft 
W4i«is the printer thereof j which was c:i;ricd on witli fo it^ucn vio- 
Icflce, that t6c theft tora Chief Ju;?icc, ooc Whitfhi.-d, th u-ht 
pi'oper, in a manner the ir.oft axtracrdinary, to kccpthe grand juiy a- 
bove twelve hours, and; to fend t^m.jrlryen times cut qi c^ur, until 
hi Lid wearied ihem into a f;>cti. I v^rdiwl. 
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II. 

In England the dead in woollen are clad, !• 

The Dean and his printer then let us cry fie ojei; 
To be doth'd like a carcafe would make a Teaguc 
mad, 
Since a living dog better is than a dead lion. 
Our wives they grow fullcn 
At wearing ot woollen, 1 5 

And all we poor fhopkeepers muft our horns puU 
in. 
Then we'll buy Engliih filks for our wives and 

our daughters, 
In (bite of his Deanfhip and journeyman Waters. 

III. 
Whoe'er our trading with England would hinder, 
To inflame both the nations do plainly confpire ; 
Becaufe Irifli linen will foon turn to tinder ; 2 1 
And wool it is gi'eafy, and quickly takes fire. 
'Therefore I aflure ye, 
Our noble grand jury, 
When they faw the Dean's book, they were in a 
great fury : 25 

They would buy Englifh filks for their wives and 

their daughters. 
In fpite of his Deanfhip and journeyman Waters. 

IV, 
This wicked rogue Waters, who always is finning. 

And before Coram nobis fo oft hath been call'd. 
Henceforward Ihall print neither pamphlets nor li- 
nen, 30 
And, if fwearing can do't, fhall be fwingingly 
maiil'd : 

And as for the Dean, 
You know whom I mean, 
If the printer will peach him, he*U fcarce come 
ofi'clean^ 
Then we'll buy Englifh filks for our wives and our 
daughters, ^5 

In fpite of his Dean/Iiip and joui-neymau Waters. 

Car- 
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CARBERiit RuPEs ill comitatu Cdrgagcnfi 
apud Hibernicos. . 

Scnpfit Jun. Ann. Dom. 1723. 

ECCE ingens fragmen fcopuli, quod vertice 
fummo 
Defuper impendet, nullo fundamine nixum, 
Decidit in flu^us ; maria undique ct undique faxa 
Korifono ftridore tenant, et ?A ?etheva murmur 
Erigitur ; trepidatque fuis Neptunus in undis. 5 
Nam, longa venti rabie> at que afpergine crebra 
-fiquorei laticis, fpccus ima i-upe cavatur : 
Jam fultura ruit, jam fumma cacumina nutant ; 
Jamcadit in prseceps moles, et verberat undas. 
Attonitus credas, hinc dejecifle tonantem 10 

Mondbus impofitos montes, et Pciion altum 
In capita anguipedum cckIo jaculafle gigantum. 

Ssepe etiam fpelunca immani aperitur hiatu 
Exefa e fcopulis, ct utrinque foramina pandit, 
Hinc atquc Wnc a ponto ad pontum pervia Phoebo. 
Cautibus enorme jun^is laquearia tefti 16 

Formantur ; moles olim ruitura fuperne. 
Fornice fublimi nidos pofuere palumbes, 
Inque imo flagni pofuere cubilia phocse. 

Sed, cum f^evit hyms, ct venti, carcerc nipta, ao 
Immcnfus volvunt flu£lus ad culmina montis, 
Non obfcfle arces, non fulmina vindice dexti-a 
MifTa Jovis, quoties inimicasfaevit in urbes, 

Vol. VIII. F Exaequant 
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Extequant fonitum undarum, venicnte proccllu z 
Littora littoribus reboant ; vicinia late, 25 

Gens adueta mari, et pedibus pcrcurrerc rupes, . 
Tcrrctur tainen, ct longe fugit, arva relinquens. 

Gramina dum carpunt pendentes rupe capellse, 
Vi falicntis aquae de fummo praecipitantnr, 
£t dulces animas imo fub gurgite linquunt. 30 

Pifcator terra non audit vellerc funem ; 
Sed latct in portu tremebundus, et, aera fudum 
Haud fperans, Nereum precibus voiifque fatigat« 



S3C)9(»G8G80K)K)JC)JOK»0«OK)5G8G8()K)BG9(3eC 



f We have added a tranflation of the proceeding 
poem for the benefit of our Englilh readers. It is 
done by Mr. W. Dunkin, M. A. for whom our 
fuppofed author hath exprefled a great regard oa 
account of his ingenious pei'fbrmances, although 
unacquainted with hkn. 2 



Carbery Rocks in the county of Cork 
Ireland, 



T O ! from the top of yonder cliff, that fhrouds 
■" Its aiiy head amidft the azure clouds, 
Hangs a huge fragment ; deftitute of propsj 
Prone on the waves the rocky ruin drops ! 
With horfe rebuff the fwelling feas rebound, 5 

From {hore to fhore the rocks return the found : 
The dreadful murmur heaven's high convex cleaves. 
And Neptune flirinks beneath his fubjeft waves : 

For 
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For long the whirling winds and beating tides 
Had /coop'd a vault into its nether fides. I o 

Now yields the bafe, the Aimmits Qod^ now urge 
Their headlong courfe, and lafh the founding furgc. 
Not louder noiie could (hake the guilty world. 
When Jove hcap*d mountains upon mountains 

hurl'd ; 
Retorting Pelion from his dread abode,^ r^ . 

To cruih earth's rebcl-fons beneath the Ioad« 

Oft too with hideous yawn the caverns wide 
Prefent an orifice on either fide, 
A difmal orifice from fea to fea 
Extended, pervious to the god of day : 20 

Uncouthlyjoin'd the rocks fhipendous form 
An arch, the ruin of a future ftorm : 
High on the cliff their nefts the woodquefts make. 
And fea-calves ftable in the oozy lakc.^ 

But when bleak Winter with his fuUen train 25 
Awakes the winds to vex the wat*ry plain ; 
When o'er the craggy fteep without control, 
Big with the blaft, the raging billows roll ; 
Not towns bcleagtier'd, not the flaming brand. 
Darted from hcav'n by Jove's avenging hand, 2^ 
Oft as on impious men his wrath he pours. 
Humbles their, pride, and blafts thtir gilded 

tow'rs. 
Equal the tumult of this wild uproar : 
Waves rufh o'er waves, rebellows fliore to fhorc. 
The neighboring race, though wont to brave the 

fliocks 35. 

Of angi-y feas, and run along the rocks. 
Now pale with terror, while the ocean foams. 
Fly far and wide, nor truft their native homes. 

The goats, while pendent from the mountain-top 

The wither'd herb improvident they crop, 40 

F 2 Wafh 
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Wafli down the prjecipice with fudden fweep, 
Leave then- fweet lives beneath th' unfathom'd dee] 
The frighted fiflier with defponding eyes. 
Though fafe> yet trembling in the harbour lies, 
Nor hoping to behold the Ikies ferene, ^ 

Wearies with vows the monarch of the main. 



upon the Horrid PLOT difcovered b 
Harleq,uin, the Bifliop. of Rochi 
sTEn's French dog *. 

In a dialogue between a Whig and a Tory. 

Written in the year 1723. 



T allc'd a Whig the other night, 

■■• How came this wicked plot to light ? 

He anfwer'd, that a dog of late 

Inform'd a minifter of ftare. 

Said I, from thence I nothing know ; 

For are not all informers fo ? 

A villain who his friend betrays. 

We flyle him by no other phrafe ; 

And lb a perjured dog denotes 

Porter, and Prendergaft, and Oates, ] 

And forty others I could name. 

IVh'g. But you muft know this dog was lame, 

* See the proceedings in parliament againft Dr. Attcrbury the ] 

flirp ot Rochefter, State trials, vol. 6. lie was tiied by the Loi 

for a plot againft the government, deprived of his bifljopric, banifl 
his native country, and died in France, Feb. 15, 1752, 
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Tofy, A weighty arguracnt indeed ! 
Your evidence was lame : — proceed : 
Come, help your lame dog o'er the ftile. 15 

IVbig. Sir, you miftake me all this while : 
I mean a dog (without a joke) 
Can howl, and bark, but never fpoke. 

Tory, I'm ftill to feek, which dog you mean ; 
Whether cur Plunket, or whelp Skean, 20 

An Englifli or an Iriili hound ; 
Or t'other puppy that was drown'd, 
jrMafon, that abandon 'd bitch : 

hen pray be free, and tell me which : 
For every llander-by was marking, 25 . 

That all the noiie they made was barking. . 
You pay them well ; the dogs have got 
Their dog-heads in a porridge-pot : 
And 'twas but juft ; for wife men Hw, 
That ev'ry dog muft have his day. 30 

Dog Walpole laid a quart of nog on't, . 
He'd either make a hog or dog on't ; 
And look'd^ iince he has got his wilh, , 
As if he had thrown down a difli. 
Vet this I dare foretel you trom it, 35 . 

He'll foon return to his own vomit. 

f^big. Belides this horrid plot was founds 
ByNeyno®, after .he. was drown'd. 

Tffry. Why then the proverb is not right. 
Since you can teach dead dogs to bite. 40 . 

l^ig. I prov'd my propoiitioa full.: . 
Bur Jacobites are ftrangely dull. 
Now let me tell you plainly, Sir, . 
Our witnefs is a real cue, 

A dog of fpirit for his years, • 45 

Has twice two legs, two hanging ears ; . 
His name is Harlequin, I wot. 
And that's a name iii every plot : 
Refolv'd to fave the Britifh nation, 
Though French by bh-th and education'; . jcy 

F 3 His 
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His corrcfpondencc plainly dated 

Was all decyphcr'd and tranflated : 

Hi* anfwcrs were exceeding pretty 

Beforc^hc fecret wife committee ; 

Confefs'd as plain as he could bark : 5 

Then with his forefoot fet his mark. 

Tory. Then all this while have I been bubbled, 
I thought it was a dog in doublet : 
The matter now no longer Aicks ; 
But ftatefmen never wantd g- tricks. 6 

For fincc it was a real cur, 
And not a dog in metaphor, 
I give you joy of the report 
That he's to have a place at court. 

fF^lg Yes, and a place he will grow rich in ; 6 
A turnfpitin the royal kitchen. 
Sir, to be plain, I tell you what. 
We had occafion for a plot : 
And when we found the dog begin it, 
We gucfs'd the bifhop's foot was in it. 7< 

Toryy I own it was a dang'rous projeft ; 
And you have prov'd it by dog-logic. 
Sure fuch intelligence between 
A dog and bifhop ne'er was feen, 
Till you began to change the breed ; 7 

JTour bifhops are all d- — gs indeed. 



JOAN cudgels NED. 

Written in the year 1723. 

JOAN cudgels Ned, yet Ned's a bully 1 
Will cudgels Bcfs, yet Will's a cully. 



Dh 
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Die Ned and Befs ; give Will to Joan, 

She dare not fay her life's her own. 

Die Joan and Will ; give Befs to Ned, 5 

And evVy day fhe combs his head. 



XXXXXXXXXXXXXX^^XXXXXXXXXXXX 
STELLA at Wood. Park, 

A houfe of Charles Ford, Efq; eight 
miles from Dublin. 



Cuicunqut nocere voUbat 

Veftimenta dabat pretiofa^ 

Written in the Year 1723. 



r\ON Carlos in a merry fpite 

^ Did Stella to his houfe invite : 

He entertained her half a year 

With gen'rous wines and coftly chear, 

Don Carlos made her chief dircftor, j 

That £he might o'er the fervants heftor. 

Iq half a week the dame grew nice, 

Got all things at the higheft price : 

Now at the table-head &e iiis, 

Prcfented with the niceft bits ; 10 

She looked on partridges with fcom, 

Except they tafted of the corn r 

A haunch of ven'fon made her fweat, 

Unlefs it had the right /wm^//^, 

Don Carlos earneftty would beg, i j 

Dear Madam, try this pigeon's leg ; 
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Was happy, \^hen he could prevail 

To make her only touch a quail.. 

Through candle-light £he view'd the wine. 

To fee that ev'ry glafs was fine. 

At laft grown prouder than the devil 

With feeding high and treatment civil, 

Don Carlos now began to find 

His malice work'd as he defign'd. 

The winter-Iky began to frown, 

Poor Stella muft pack off to towni^. 

From purling ftreams and fountains bubbling. 

To * Lifiy's (linking tide at Dublin ; 

From wholefome exercife and air, 

To foffing in an eafy chair : 

From ftomach fharp, and hearty feeding,. 

To piddle like a lady breeding ; 

From ruling there the houfehold fingly,. 

To be diredted here by Dingly f : 

From ev'ry day a lordly banquet, 

To half a joint, and God be thrmked; 

From ev'rymeal, PontackJn plenty^ 

To half a pint one day in twenty : 

From Ford attending at her call. 

To vriits of 

From Ford who thinks of nothing mean. 
To the poor doings of the Dean : 
From growing^richer with good cheer, . 
To running out by.ftarving here. 

But now arrives the difmal day ; 
She muft return to OrmondQuay qi; 
The coachman ftopt ; fbe look'd, and fworc 
The rafcal had miftook the door : 
At coming in you faw her ftoop ; 
The entry bruflx'-d againft her hoop : . 

* The river that runs through Dublin. 

.•f* A lady. The two ladies lodged together* 

% Where the two ladies lodged, 



£a< 
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Each moment riiing in her airs, 

She curs'd the narrow winding flairs : 

Began a thoiifand fauhs to fpy ; 

The ceiling hardly llx feet high ; 

The fmutty wainfcot full of cracks : 55 

And half the chairs with broken backs : 

Her quarter's out at Ladyday, 

iShe vows llie will no longer ftay 

In lodgings, like a poor Grizette, 

While there are lodgings to be let. 60 

Howe'er, to keep her fpirits up, 

She fent for company to fup : 

When all the while you might remark. 

She ftrove in vain to ape Wood-park, 

Two bottles call'd for (half her ilore, 65 

The cupboard could contain but four) : 

A fupper worthy of herfeif. 

Five nothings in five plates of delf. 
Thus for a week the farce went Oa ; 

When all her country-favings gone, 70 

She fell into her former fcene, 

Small beer, a herring, and the Dean » 

Thus far in jeft : though now I fear. 
You think my jefting too fevere ; 
But poets, when a hint is new, 75 

Regard not whether falfe or true : ' 

Yet raillery gives no offence; 
Where truth has not the leaft pretence ; 
Nor can be more I'ecurely place*d, 
Than on a nymph of Stella's tafte. 8:0 

Imuft confeis, your wine and vittle 
I was too hard upon a little ; . ' > 

Your table neat, your linen fine ; . 

And, though in miniature, you fhine :. 
Yet when you figh to leave Wood-park, 85 

The fcene, tlie welcome, and the fpaik, 
To languifh in this odious town, 
And pull your haughty ftomach down ^ 

We 
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Wc think you quite miftake the cafe, 

The virtue lies not in the place : 99 

For though my raillery were true^ 

A cottage is Wood-park \yith you. 

A quibbling ELEGY on the Worlhipful 
Judge Boat* 

Written in the year 172J. 



TO mournful ditties, Clio, change thy note. 
Since cruel fate hath funk our Juftice Boat* 
Why fhould he fink, where nothing feem'd to prcfs ? 
His lading little, and his ballaft leis. 
Toll in the waves of this tempeftuous world, J 
At length, his anchor fix'd, and canvafs furl'd. 
To Lazy-hill * retiring from his court. 
At his Ring's- end * he foimders in the port. 
With water \ fill'd he could no longer float. 
The common death of many a ftrongcr boat. 1^ 

A poft fo fiiPd, on nature'is hiws intrenches : 
Benches on boats are place'd, not boats on benches. 
And yet our Boat, how Ihall I reconcile it ? 
Was both a boat, and in one fcnfe a pilot.. 
With ev'ry wind he fail'd, and well could tack : ij 
Had many pendents, but abhorr*d a Jack %, 
He's gone, although his friends began to hope. 
That he might yet be lifted by a rope. 

♦ Two villages near the fca, where boatmen and fcamen live, 
•f* It was fiid he died of a dropTy, 
\ A cant -word for a Jacobi.e. 

Behold 
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Behold the awful bench on which he fat ; 
He was as hard and pond'rous wood as that : 20 
Yet, when his fand was out, we find at laft. 
That death has overfet him with a Waft. 
Our Boat is now fail'd to the Stygian ferry, 
There to fupply old Charon's leaky wherr}", 
Charon in him will ferry fouls to hell; 25 

A trade our Boat || hath pra61is*d here fo well : 
And Cerberus hath ready in his paws 
Both pitch and brimftone to fill up hisitaws. 
Tet, fpite of death and fate, I here maintain 
We may place Boat in hb old poft again. 30 

The way is thus, and well deierves your thanks : 
Take the three ftrongeft of his broken planks ; 
Fix them on high, confpicuous to be feen, 
Form'd like the triple-tree near Stephen's * green ; 
And when we view it thus with thiel at end on't, 35 
We'll cry. Look, there's our Boat, and there's the 
pendent. 



The EPITAPH- 



TJERE lies Judge Boat within a coffin : 
^^ Pray gentletolks forbear your fcofiSng. 
A Boat a judge ! yes, where's the blunder ? 
A wooden judge is no fuch wonder. 
And in his robes you muft agree. 
No Boat was better deck'd than he. 
Tis needlefs to defcribe him fuller, 
la {hort, he was an able iculler f « 



I Tn hanging people as a judge. 

* Where the Doblin gallows ftands. 

t ^^J9 Whether the author mtint fckUar.^nd wilfully miflook? 
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A receipt to reflore STELLA's youi 
Written in rhe year 1724-^. 



THE Scottifli hinds, too poor to h&ufe 
In frofty nights then- ftarving cows, 
While not a blade of grafs or hay 
Appears from Michaelmas to May, 
Mnft let their cattle rang€ in vain 
For food along the barren plain. 
Meagre and lank with fafting grown. 
And nothing left but Ikin and bone; 
Exposed to want, and wind, and weather, • 
They jiift keep life and foul together, 
Till fummer-fhowVs and ev'ning's dew 
Again the verdant glebe renew ; 
And as the vegetable rife. 
The familh'd cow her want fupplies: 
Without an ounce of iaft year's flefli ; 
Whatever flie gains is young and frefh ; 
Grows plump and round, and full of mettle, 
As rifing from Medea's kettle. 
With youth and beauty to inchant 
Europa's counterfeit gallant *. 

Why, Stella, fliould you knit your brow. 
If I compare you to the cow ? 
'Tis juft the cafe ; for you have fa {led 
So long, till all your flefli is wafted. 
And mufl: agj^inft the warmer days 
Be fcnt 10 Quilca f down to grafe ; 

• J jpiter is fabled to have flolcn Europa in the /hrpe of a bull, 
•j- Dr. Sbcrivirtivs houfe, fesca or eight naiks from Dublin. 

Wh 
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Where mirth, and exercifc, and air. 

Will foon your appetite repair : 

The nutriment will from within. 

Round all your body, plump your fkin ; 30 

Will agitate the lazy flood. 

And fill your veins with fprightly blood : 

Nor flefh nor blood will be the fame, 

Mor ought of Stella but the name ; 

For what was ever under flood 35 

By human kind, but flefh and blood ? 

And if your flefh aod blood be new. 

You'll be no more the former you ; 

But for a blooming nymph will pafs, 

]uft fifteen, coming funimer's gi*afs^ 40 

Tour jetty locks with garlands crown 'd : 

While all the 'fquires ror nine miles round. 

Attended by a brace of curj. 

With jocky boots and filver fpurs. 

No lefs than juftices o* quorum ^ 4 j 

Their cow-boys bearing cloaks before *cm. 

Shall leave deciding broken pates. 

To kifs your fteps at Quilca gates. 

But left you fhould my fkill difgrace. 

Come back before you're out of cafe : 50 

For if to Michaelmas you ftay. 

The new-born flefh. will melt away ; 

The 'fquires in fcom will fly the houfe 

For better game, and look for groufe ; 

Bot here, before the froft can mar it, 55 

We'll msike it firm with beef and claret. 



VoL.Vni, G WHlTSHEDts 
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WhitSHed's motto ok his coach "*. 

LIBERTAS ET NATA^LTE SOLtm. 
Liberty and my native ejountry. 
Wficten in the year 1724. 
'£^Ibertas et natale folum : 

Fine words f I wonder where you ftole 'em. 
Could nothing, but thy chief reproach. 
Serve for a motto on thy coach ? 
But let me now thy words tranflate.: ^ 

^Natale J'olmn^ my eftate ; 
My dear eftate, how well I love it ; 
My tenants, if you doubt, will prove it : 
They fwear I am fo kind and good, 
I hug thefti, till I fqueeze their blood. -td 

L/^^r3f<3J bears a large import : 
Fu'ft, how to Tw agger in a court ; 
And, fecondly, to Ihew my fury 
Againft an uncomplying juiy ; 
And, thirdly, 'tis a new invention 15 

To favour W ood, and keep my penfion ; 
And, fourthly, 'tis to play an odd trick. 
Get the great feal, and turn out Brod'ricJk ; 
And, fifthly, (you know whom I mean) 
To humble that vexatious Dean ; ao 

And, flxthly, for my foul to barter it f , 
For fifty times its worth, to Carteret %. 

Now finee vour motto thus you conftrue, 
I muft confefs you've fpoken once true. 
Libert as et natale folum^ 
You had good reafon, when you ftole *em. 

• The noted Chief Junice who twice profecuted the Drapier, and 
dlifolved the grand j^ury for not finding the bill agdinfl him. See his 
letters, in vol. 3. and 4. 

^ (i.e. L^bcity to barter his fool. 

X Lord Carteret, Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. 

Sent 



f 
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Sent by Dr. Delany to Dr. Swift, in or- 
der to be admitted to fpeak to him, when 
he was deaf. 



Written ia the year 1724. 



D' 



|Ear Sir, I think 'tis doubly hard^ 
Your ears and doors fliould.both be barr'd. 
Can any thing be more unkind ? 
Mail I not fee,- 'caufc you are blind ? 
Methinks. a friend at night flipuld cheer you, 5 
A friend that loves to fee and hear. you. 
Why am I robb'd of that delight, 
When you can be no lofer by't ? 
Nay, when 'tis plain (for what is plainer ?) 
That if you heard, you'd be no gainer. 10 

For fure you arc not yet to learn. 
That hearing is not your concern ; 
Then be your doors no longer barr'd : 
Your bufioefs^ Sir, is to be heard. 



The A N S W E R. 

TPHE trife pretend to make it clear,- 
■•• 'TIS no great lofe to lofe an ear. 
Why arc we then fo fond of two. 
When* by experience, one would do. 

G 2 ^x% 
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Tis true, fay they, cut off the head, 5 

And there's an end; the man is dead; 
Becaufe, among all human race, 
Mone e'er was known to have a brace ; ' 
But confidently they maintain. 
That where we find the members twain, 10 

The lofs of one is no fuch trouble. 
Since t'other will in ftrength be double. 
The limb furviving, you may fwear, 
Secome's his brother's lawful heir. 
Thus, for a trial let me beg of 15 

Your Rev'rence but to cut one leg off; 
And you fhall find by this device. 
The other will be ftronger twice ; 
For ev'ry day you fliall be gaining 
New vigour to the leg remaining : 20 

So, when an eye hath loft its brother. 
You fee the better with the other : 
Cut off your hand, and you may do 
With t'other hand the work of two : 
Becaufe the foul her power contrafts, 25 

And on the brother-limb reaSfs. 

But yet the point is not fo clear in 
Another cafe, the fenfe of hearing ; 
For though the place of either ear 
Be diftant as one head can bear ; 30 

Yet Galen moft acutely (hews you, 
Confult his book de partiam ufu). 
That from each ear, as he obferves. 
There crept two auditory nerves. 
Not to be feen without a glafs, jj . 

Which near the os petrofum pafs ; 
Thence to the neck ; and moving thorough there 
One goes to this, and one to t'other ear. 
Which made my grand-dame always ftuff her ears. 
Both right and left, as fellow- fufferers. 40 

You fee my learning ; but to fhorten it. 
When my left ear was deaf a fortnight. 

To 



MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 77 

To t'other ear I felt it coming on : 
And thus I folve this hard ph^enowenon. 

Tis true, a glafs will bring fupplies 45 

To weak, or old, or clouded eyes : 
Your arms, though both your eyes were lofti 
Would guard your nofc againfl a poft : 
Without your legs, two legs of wood 
Are ftronger, and almoft as good : 5« 

And as for hands, there have been thofe. 
Who wanting both, have us'd their toes ♦;• 
But no contrivance yet appears 
To furniih artificial ears. 



A quiet Life and a good Name. 
J. To a friend, who married a fhrew*. 

Written in the year 1724.^ 

TUEU fcolded in fo loud a din, 

•^^ That Will durft hardlv venture in :• 

He mark'd the conjugal difpute ; 

Nell roar'd inceflant, Dick fat mute ; 

But when he faw his friend appear, 5; 

Gry'd bravely, patience, good my dear. 

At fight of Will flic bawl'd no more. 

But hurry'd out, and dapp'd the door. 

Why Dick ! the devil's in thy Nell, 
(Quoth Will), thy houfe is worfe than hell : 10^ 

* There was about this time a man ihewed, who wrote with his 
foot 
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A R I D D L E. 

Written in the year 1724;. 

r. 

TN youth exalted high in air,. 

•■• Or bathing in the waters fair; 

Nature to form me took delight, • 

And clad my body all in white : 

My perfon tall and flender wafte, $ 

On either fide with fringes grace'd ; 

Till me that tyrant man efpy'd, 

And dragg'd me from my mother's fide ;j 

No wonder now I look fo thin ; 

The tyrant ftripp'd me to the fkin : Itt 

My ikin he flay'd, my hair he cropt ; 

At head and foot my body lopt : 

And then with heart more hard than ftone,. 

He pick'd my marrow from the bone. 

To vex me more, he took a freak if 

To flit my tongue, and make me fpeak^ : 

But that which wonderful appears, 

I fpeak to eyes, and not to ears. 

He oft employs me in difguife. 

And makes me tell a thoufand lies : • t9^ 

To me he chiefly gives in truft 

To pleafe his malice, or his lufl:. 

From me no fecret he can hide : 

I fee his vanity and pride : 

And my delight is to expofc 25 

His follies to his greateft foe^. 

All 
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All languages I can command^ 
Yet not a word I underfland. 
Without my aid the beft divine 
In learning would not know a Hne : 39 

The lawyer muft forget his pleading t 
The fcholar could not fhew his reading.. 

Nay, man my mafter is my flave t 
Igive command to kill or fave 
Can grant ten thoufand pounds a-year^ 35 

And make a beggar's brat a peer. 

But while I thus my life relate, 
I only haften on my fate. 
My tongue is black, my mouth is ftrrr'd> 
ILardly now can force a word. 40 

I die unpitied and forgot. 
And on fome dunghill left to rot» 



IT. 
ANOTHER. 

A LL-ruUng tyrant of the earth, 

■^ To vileft flaves I owe my birth. 

How is the greateft monarch blefs'd. 

When in my gaudy livery drefs'd ! 

No haughty nymph has power to run 5 

From me, or my embraces fliun. 

Scabbed to the heart, condemn'd to flamcj 

My conftancy is ftill the fame. 

The fav'rite meflenger of Jove *, 

And Lemnian god f confulting ftrove !• 

• Mercury. f Vulcan» 
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To make me glorious to die fi^t 
Of mortals, and the gods delight. 
Soon would thei<- altars flame expuKp 
I$J?refus'd to leadthem &e. 



m. 

ANOTHER. 



B 



Y fate exalted high ia place,. 
Lo, here I ftanS ^iHtLdouhU facci^ 
Superior none on earth I find;. 
But fee below me allmankuid. 
Yet, as it oft attends the great, ' § 

I dXmoikJink with my ovfn weight'. 
At every motion undertook, 
The vulgar all confult my look. 
I fometimes give advice in writings 
But never of my own inditing, icf^ 

I am a courtier in my way, 
For thofe who rais*dme, "i betray ; 
And fome give out that I entice 
To luft, and luxury, and dice ; 
Who punifhments on- me inflid^ rg^ 

Becaufe they find their pockets pick'd. 

By riding pqfi I lofe my health ; 
And only to get others wealthr. 



AN' 
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IV. 

A Ifl OT H E R. 

T>Ecaufe 1 am by nature MW, 

^ I wifely chufe to walk behind ; 

However, to avoid difgrace, 

I lee no creature fee my face. 

My words are few, but fpokc withy!72/2r; 5 

And yet my fferiking gives ^dfibnce : 

Or, if to 1vhifp^r I .prcfume. 

The company will fly the room. 

.By all the world I am oppreft^ 

jAnd my opprefflon gives them reft, \m 

Through me, though fore againft my will, 
Infiru6iors ev'17 art inftil. 
By thoufands I am fold and bought ^ 
Who neither get, nor lofe a groat ; 
For none, alas, by me can gain, 15 

But thofe who give me greatejl pairij 
Shall man prefume to be my mafter. 
Who's but my caterer and tafter ? 
Yet though I always have my will, 
Tm btit a mere depender ftill : 2© 

An humble honger-on at bell ; 
Of whom all people make a jejl. 

In me detractors feek to find 
Two vices of a different kind : 
I'm too profufe, fome cens'rers cry, 25 

And all I get, I let it jiy : 
While others give me many a curfe, 
Becaufe too cl(^e I hold my purfe. 
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But this I know, in either cafe 
They dare not charge me to my /ace. 
Tis true indeed, fometimes Ifave, 
Sometimes run out of all I have ; 
But when the year is at an end. 
Computing what I get 2Lnd/pend, 
My goings out, and comings tn^ 
I cannot find I lofe or win ; 
And therefore all that know me fay, 
I juftly keep the middle way. 
I'm always by my betters led ; 
I hi^get upt am firfl abed; 
Though, if I rife before my time. 
The learn'd in fciences fublime 
Confult the ftars, and thence foretell 
Good luck to thofe with whom I dwell. 



V. 
ANOTHER. 

nPHE joy of man, the pride of brutes, 
•*• Domeftic fubjeft for difputes. 
Of plenty thou the emblem fair, 
Adorn'd by nymphs with all their care ; 
I faw thee rais'd to high renown, 
Supporting half the Britifh crown ; 
And often have I feen thee grace 
The chafte Diana's infant-face ; 
And whenfoe*er you pleafe to fhine, 
Lefs ufeful is her light than thine : 
Thy num'rous fingers know their way. 
And oft in Celia's trefles play. 
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To place thee in another view, 
III fliew the \yorld ftrange things and trae ; 
What lords and dames of high degree 1 5 

May juftly claim their binh from thee. 
The foul of man with fpleen you vex ; 
Of fpleen you cure the female fex. 
Thee for a gift the courtier fends 
With pleaAire to his fpecial friends : • 20 

He gives ; and with a gen'rous pride. 
Contrives all means the gift to hide : 
Nor oft can the receiver know^ 
Whether he has the gift or no. 
On airy wings you take your flight, 25 

And fly unfeen both day and night ; 
Conceal your form with various tricks ; 
And few know how or where you fix. 
Yet fome, who ne'er beftow'd thee, boafl^^ 
That they to others give thee moft, J0 

Mean time, the wife a queftion ftart^ 
If thou a real being art ; 
Or but a creature of the brain. 
That gives imaginary pain : 

But the fly giver better knows thee ; 35 

Who feels true joy when he beftows thee. 



.VI. 

ANOTHER. 

'T'Hough I, alas ! a prisoner be, 
•** My trade is pris'ners to fet fi-ee. 
No flave his Lord's commands obeys 
With fuch infinuating ways. 

My genius piercing, fliarp, and bright, j 

Wherein the men of wit delight. 
VoL.VHL H 'IVa 
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The clergy keep me for their cafe. 
And turn anil wind me as they pleafe. 
A new and wondrous an I (liow 
Of raifing fpirits from below ; 
In fcarlet fo;ne, -and fomc in white : 
They rife, walk round, yet never fright. 
In at each mouth the fpirits pafs, 
Di(lin6t:ly fcen as through a glafs : 
O'er head and body make a rout, 
And drive at lafl all fecrets out : 
And ftill the more I ihow my art. 
The more they open ev'ry heart. 

A greater chymift none than I, 
Who, from materials hard and dry. 
Have taught men to extract with Ikill 
More precious juice than from a ftill. 

Although I'm often out of cafe, 
I'm not afham'd to fliow my face. 
Though at the tables of the great, 
I near the fide-boad take my feat ; 
Yet the plain 'fquire. when dinner's done. 
Is never pleas 'd till I make one : 
He kindly bids me near him ftand ; 
And often take me by the hand, 

I twice a-day a-hunting go ; 
Nor ever fail to feize my foe; 
And when I have him by the pole, 
I drag him upwards from his hole. 
Though fome arc of fo ftubborn kind, 
I'm force'd to leave a limb behind. 

I hourly wait fome fatal end ; 
For I can break, but fcorn to bend. 



VII. A^ 
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vn. 

A N O T H E E. 

The Gulf of all human PoffcflSons, 

Written in the year 1724. 

/^Ome hither and behold the frnits, 

^ Vain man, of all thy vain purfiiits. 

Take wife advice, and look behind^ 

Bring all paft aAions to thy mind. 

Here you may fee, as in a glafs, 5 

How foon all human pleafures pafs. 

How will it mortify thy pride> 

To turn the true impartial fide ! 

How will your eyes contain their tcars^ 

When all the fad rcvcrfc appears ! 10 

This cave within its womb confines 
The laft refuh of all defigns : 
Here lie depofited the fpoils 
Of bufy mortals endlefs toils : 
Here, with an eafy fearch, w« find- rj 

The foul corruptions of mankind. 
The wretched purchafe here behold 
Of traitors who their country fold. 

This gulf infatiable imbibes 
The lawyers fees, the ftatefman's bribes. zo 

Here, in their proper fhape and mien. 
Fraud, pcriurj, and guilt are feen. 

H 2 Hec^ffis^v 
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^ Ncceflity, the tyrant's law, 
All human race mnft hither draw ; 
All prompted by the fame defire^ 25 

The vig'rous youth and aged lire. 
Behold, the coward and the brave, 
The haughty prince, the humble flavCi 
Phyfician, lawyer, and divine. 
All make oblations as this (hrine. 30 

Some enter boldly, fome by flealth, 
And leave behind their fruitlefs wealth. 
For while the bafhful fylvan maid. 
As half aiham'd, and half afraid, 
Approaching finds k hard to part 35 

With that which dwelt fo near her heart ; 
The courtly dame, unmov'd by fear, 
Profufely pours her oflf'rings here. 

A treafure here of learning lurks. 
Huge heaps of never-dying works ; 40 

Labours of many an ancient fage. 
And millions of the prefent age« 

In at this gulf all offerings pafs. 
And lie an Undftinguifli'd mals. 
Deucalion, to reftore mankind, 45 

Was bid to throw the ftones behind } 
So thofe who here their gifts convey. 
Are force'd to look another way ; 
For few, a chofcn few, muft know 
The myfteries that lie below, 50 

Sad charnel-houfe ! a difmal dome,' 
For which all mortals leave their home ; 
The young, the beautiful, and brave, 
Here bury'd in one common grave ; 
Where each fupply of dead renews 55 

TTnwholefome damps, offenfive dews : 
And lo ! the writing on the walls 
Points out where each new viAim falls ; 

The 
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The food of worms, and beafts obfcenc, 

VHio round the vault luxuriant reign. v 60 

See where thofe mangled corpfes He^ 
Condemned by female hands to die ; 
A comely dame once clad in white. 
Lies there confign'd to etidlefs night y 
By cruel hands her blood was fpilt, 65 

And yet her wealth was all her guilt. 

And here fix virgins in a tomb. 
All-beauteous ofispring of one womb> 
Oft in the train of Veiius fetfn. 
As fair and lovely as their queen : 7,0 

In royal garments each was drefti 
Each with a gold and purple veft ; 
I faw them of their garments ftript ; 
Their throats were cut, their bellies ript ;; 
Twice were they bury'd, twice were born, 75 

Twice from their fepulchres wei:c torn ;^ 
But now difmember'd here are caft, , ' 
And find a refting-place at laft. . . 

Here oft the curious traveler fijotds 
The combat of oppofioe winds : 8e 

And feeks to learn the fecret cauie. 
Which alien feems from nature's laws; 
Why, at this cave's tremendous mouthy 
He feels at once bpth north and fouth : 
Whether the winds in caverns pent 85 

Thro' clefts oppugnant force a vent ; 
Or whether, op'ning all her ftores. 
Fierce -^x)lus in tempeft roars. 

Yet from this mingled naafs of thmgs 
In time a new creation fprings. 90 

Thefe crude materials once fliall rife 
To fill the earth, andW, ajad ikies: ' '' 

H 3 In 
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IX. 
ANOTHER, 

Written in the year 1725. 

tAEpriv'd of root, and branch, aind rind, 

^^ Yet flbw-rs I bear of ev'ry kind j 

And fuch is my prolific pow*r. 

They bloom in left than half an hour : 

Yet ftanders-by may plainly fee 

They get no nourifhment from 9ie. 

My head with giddinefs goes round : 

And yet I firmly (land my ground i 

All over naked I am feen, 

And painted like an Indian queen. 

No couple-beggar in the land 

E*cr join'd fuch numbers hand in hand ; 

I join them fairly with a ring ; 

ISor can our parfoia blame the thing r 

And though no marriage-wbrds are (poke. 

They part not till the ring is broke. 

Yet hypocrite fanatics cry, 

I'm but an idol rais'd on high ; 

And once a weaver in our town, 

A damn'd Cromwellian, knock'd me down. 

I lay a prisoner twenty years. 

And then the jovial cavaliers 

To their old poft reftor'd all three, 

I mean the church, the king, and me. 



Vers] 



MISdELLANIES IN VERSE. 93 



V£&8£s on the upnght Judge who con- 
demned the Drapier's Printer, 

Written in the year 1724. ; 

THE church I hate, and have good reafon ; 
For there my grandfire cut his weazon : 
He cut his weazon at the altar ; 
I Iceep my gullet for the halter. 

30O»6(ieCXO0QCO0O6OCO0^ 

X>n the Same. 

TN church your grandfire cut his throat : 

* To do the job too long he tarry'd ; 
He fhould have had my hearty vote. 
To cut his throat before he marry 'd. 

XXXXXXXXXX><><XXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 

On the Same. 
{The Judge /peaks.) 

|*M not the grandfon of that afs Quin ♦, 

* Nor can you prove it, Mr Pafquin. 
My sprand-dame had gallants by twenties. 
And bore my mother by a 'prentice ; 

* Ad alderman. 
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This when my grandfire knew, they tell us he j 
In Chrift-church cut his throat for jcaloufy. 
And,, iince the alderman was mad you fay. 
Then muft I be fo too, ix traduce. 

A Simile on our want of Silver, and the 
• only way to remedy iU 

Writtcuin the year 172 j. 

AS when of old feme iorc^cfk threw 
O'er the moon's face a fable hue^ 
To drive unfccn her magic chair. 
At midnight, through the darken*d air ; 
"Wife people, who believ'd with rcalboi^ f 

That this eclipfe W9S out of ieafoo, 
Affirm'd the moon was iick, and fell 
To cure her by a counter-fpell. 
Ten thoufand cymbals now begin 
To rend the ikies with brazen din ; ro- 

The cymbal's rattling found* difpel 
The cloud, and drive the hag to hell : 
Th€ moon, deliver'd from her pain, 
Difplays her iilvei* face again. 

(Note here, that in the chymic ftyle, 15^ 

The moon is lilver all this while). 

So (if my fimile you minded. 
Which I confefs is too long winded) 
When late a fen^nine magiciau *, 
Join'd with a brazen poUtician, 20^ 

Expos'd, to blind the nation's eyes, 
A parchment of prodigious iize t > 



* A great l^dy is reported to have been bribed by Wood, 
"t* A patent to William Wood for coining halfpence. 

ConceaVd 



! 
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Conceal'd behind that ample fcreen. 

There was no filver to be feen. 

But to this parchment let the Drapicr 2 ; 

Oppofe his counter-charm of paper. 

And ring Wood's copger in our ears 

So loud, till all the nation hears : 

That found will make the parchment fhrivel. 

And drive the conj'rers to the devil : 30 

And when the iky is grown ferene. 

Our iilver will appear again. 



On WOOD the Ironmonger. 
Written in the year 1725. 



C Almoheus, as the Grecian tale is, 

^ Was a mad copperfmith of El is ; 

Up at his forge by morning-peep. 

No creature in the lane could fleep. 

Among a crew of royft Ving fellows 5 

Would fit whole ev'nings at the alehoufe : 

Hb wife and children wanted bread. 

While he went always drunk to bed. 

This vap'ring fcab muft needs devife 

To ape the thunder of the Ikies : lo 

With brafs too fiery deeds he ihod. 

To make a clattering as they trod. 

Of polifli'd brafs his flaming car 

Like lightning dazded from afar ; 

And up he mounts imo the box, 15 

And he muft thunder, with a pox, 

Then furious he begins hb march. 

Drives rattling o*cr a brazen arch : 
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With fquibs and crackers arin*d to throw 

Among the trembling croud below. 

All ran to pray'rs^ both priefts and laity. 

To pacify this angry deity ; 

When Jove, in pity to the town, 

With real thunder knock'd him down. 

Then what a huge delight were all in, 2 

To fee the wicked varlet fprawling ? 

They fearch'd his pockets on the place. 

And found his copper all was bafe ; 

They laugh 'd at fuch an Irifh blunder, 

To take the noife of brafs for thunder. 3^ 

The moral of this tale is proper, 
Apply'd to Wood's adul'trate copper : 
Which, as he fcatter'd, we like dolts 
Miflook at firft for thunderbolts ; 
Before the Drapier iliot a letter. JJ 

(Nor Jove himlelf could do it better), 
Which lighting on th' importer's crown, 
Like real thunder knocked him down. 

Wood an Insect. 

Written in the year 172?;. 

"DT long obfervation I have uaderftood, 

^ That two little vermin are kin to Will. Wooc 

The firft is an infeft they call a wood-loufe. 

That folds up itfelf in itfelf for a houfe. 

As round as a ball, without head, without tail, 

Inclos'd cap- a- pee in a ftrong coat of mail. 

And thus William Wood to my fancy appears 

In fiUeu of brafs roll'd up to his eara : 

A 
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And over thefe fillets he wifely has thrown. 

To keep out of danger, a doublet of (lone * 10 

The loufe of the wood for a med'cine is us'd, 
Qrfwallow'd alive, or Ikilfully bruis'd. 
And let but our mother Hibemia contrive 
To fwrallow W ill W ood either bruis'd or aKvc, 
She need be no more with the jaundice poffeft, 1 5 
Or lick of obfirudlioos, and pains in her cheft. 

The next is an infeft we call a wood-worm. 
That lies in old wood like a hare in her form : 
With teeth or with claws it will bite or will fcratch; 
And chambermaids chriften this woi'm a death- 
watch ; 20 
Becaufc, like a watch, it always cries click : 
Then wo be to thofe in the houfe who are fick * 
For, as fure as a gun, they will give up the ghoft. 
If the maggot cries click, when it fcratches the pofl. 
But a kettle of fcalding hot water injedled 25 
Infallibly cures the timber affefted : 
The omen is broken, the danger is over ; 
The maggot will die, and the lick will recover. 

Such a worm was Will Wood, when he fcratch'd 
at the door 
Of a governing ftatefman or favourite whore : 30 
The death of our nation he feem'd to foretell, 
And the found of his brafs we took for our knell. 
But now fince the Drapier hath heartily maul'd 

him, 
I think the beft thing we can do is to fcald him. 
For which operation there's nothing more proper 3 ^ 
Than the liquor he deals in, his own melted capper ; 

* He was !n jail for debt. 

Vol. VIII. I Unkfs 
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Unlcfs, like the Dutch, you rather would boil 

This coiner of raps • in a cauldron of oil. 

Then chufe which you pleafe, and let each bring a 
faggot, 

For our fear's at an end with the death of the mag- 
got. 40 

To QJU I L C A. 

A CauNTRY-HousE of Dr. Sheridan, 
in no very good repair, where the fuppo- 
fed author, and fome of his friends, fpent 
a fummer in the year 1725. 

LET me thy properties explain : 
A rotten cabbin, dropping rain ; 
Chimneys with fcorn rejefting fmoke ; 
Stools, tables, chairs, and bedfleads broke. 
Here elements have loft their ufes, 5 

Air ripens not, nor earth produces ; 
In vain we make poor Sheelah * toil, • 
Fire will not roaft, nor water boil. 
Through all the valleys, hills, and plains. 
The goddefs Want in triumph reigns.; .10 

And her chief officers of ftaie. 
Sloth, Dirt, and Theft, around * her wait 



* A cant-word in Ireland for a counterftit halfpenny. 

• An Ixifh nam^ . 



HORACE, 
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HORACE, Ode 14. Book i. paraphrafed, 
and infcribed to Ireland. 



Written in the year 17:^5-6. 



The INSCRIPTION.. 

Poor floating ijle^ tofs*d on ill fortune's waves ^ 
Ordiun'd by fate to ki the lanaofjlaves ; 
Shall moving Delos now deep-rooted ftand\ 
ThoUf Jix'd of old^ be now the moving land ? 
Although the metaphor be worn andflale^ 
Betwixt a ft ate f and vejfel under fail ; 
Let me fuppofe thee for afhnp a while ^ 
And thus adidrefs thee in thefailor^sftyle. 

1. T TNhappy fhip, then art returned in vain : 
KJ New waves ftiall drive thee to the deep a- 

gain. 
Look to thyfclf, and be no ^morc the fport 

2. Of giddy winds, but make feme friendly port. 

3. Loft are thy oars, that us'd thy conrfc to guide, 
Like faithful counfellors on eidier fide. 

4i Thymaft, which like feme aged patriot ftood 
The fingle pillai- for his country's good, 

1. navif, referent in mare te novi 

Flueius. 

2. Fortiter occupa 
Portttm. 



t'ortum. 

3. Nudum remigio latus. 

4. ■ ' Malus celtri faucius Africo* 

I 2 



^^ 
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To lead thee, as a ftaff direfts the blind. 
Behold it cracks by yon rough eaftern wind^ 

5. Your cables biu-ft, and you muft quickly feel 
The waves impetuous enter at your keel. 
Thus, commonwealths receive a foreign yoke. 
When the ftrong cords of union once are broke; 

6. Torn by a Aidden tempeft is thy fail. 
Expanded to invite a milder gale. 

As when, fome writer in a public caufe 
His pen to fave a finking nation draws. 
While all is calm, his arguments prevail ; 
The people's voice expands his paper fail ; 
Till pow'r difcharging all her ftormy bags. 
Flutters the feeble pamphlet into rags. 
The nation fcar'd, the author doom'd to death, 
Who fondly put his truft in pop'lar breath. 

A larger facrifke in vain you vow ;• 

7. There's not a pow'r above will help you now : 
A nation thus, who oft heav'n's call ncglc£h, 
In vain from injur'd heav'n relief cxpefts. 

8. 'Twill not avails when thy ftrong fides arc 

broke. 
That thy defcent is from the Britifli oak ; 
Or, when your name and family you boaft,. 
From fleets triumphant o'er the Gallic coaft. 
Such wa^ lerne's claim, as juft as thine. 
Her fons defcendcd from the Britiih line ; 



'Ac fine funibus. 



Fix dura re carina 
Poffint imperiofius 
Mquor ? 

6. Non tibifunt integrd liniea* 

7. Non dii, quos iterum prejfa voces maJo, 

8. ^lamvis Pontica pinnSf 
Sylva filia nobilis^ 

Her 
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Her matclilefs fons, whofe valour ftill remains 
On French records for twenty long campaigns : 
Yet from an emprefs now a captive grown, 
She fav'd Britanuia's rights, and loft her own. 

9. In (hips decay,'d ho mariner confides, 
Lur'd by the gilde4 ftern and painted fidc5 ; 
Yet at a ball unthinking fools delight 

In the gay trappings of a bii-thday-night : 
They on the bold brocades and fatins rav'd. 
And quite forgot their country was inilav'd, 

10. Dear vefTel, ftill be to thy-fteerage juft; 
Nor change thy courfe with ev'ry fudden guft. 
Like fupple patriots of the modern fort. 
Who turn with ev*ry gale that blows from court, 

11. Weary and fea-fick when in thee confin'd. 
Now for thy fafety cares diftraft my mind ; 
As thofe who long have ftOod the ftorms of 

ftate, 
Retire, yet ftill bemojin their country's fate. 
Beware, and when you hear the furges roar. 
Avoid the rocks on Britain's angry Ihore, 
They lie, alas ! too eafy to be found • 
For thee alone they lie the ifland round. 

9. Nil piSlis timidus navitafiippibus, 

10. Fidit'y tti, ni^ vent is 
Debes ludibriwn^ cavf, 

11. Nuper folicitum qua mihi tadium. 
Nunc defideriumy cur a que non lev is, 
Interfufa nitentes 

Vites aquora Cydadas. 




^^ 
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On reading Dr. Yocng's fatircs called the 
UuivERSAL Passion, by which he 
means Pride, 

Written in the year 1726. 

IF there be tinith m what yon fing. 
Such godlike virtues in the Eiing ; 
A minifter * fo filPd with zeal 
And wifdom for the common weal : 
If he f who in the chair prefides, 5 

So fleadily the fenate guides : 
If others whom you make your theme. 
Are feconds in this glorious fcheme : 
If ev'rypeer whom you commend, 
To worth and learning be a friend : 10 

If this be truth, as you atteft. 
What land w;is ever half fo bleft ? 
No. falfehood now among the great. 
And tradefmen now no longer cheat ; 
Now on the bench fair Juftice ihines 1 5 

Her fcale to neither fide inclines ; 
Now Pride and cruelty are flown, 
And Mercy here exalts her throne. 

• Sir Robert Walpole. He was prime minifter of flate to King 
George I. and II. for above twenty years. He was made a knight of 
the Bath in May 1725, and a Knight of the Grrter in May 1726 ; 
was created Earl of Orford in Eebruary 1742, and died March 18. 

J74S-. 

-j* Sir Spencer Compton, the Speaker of the houfe of Commons at 
that time. He was created Baron of Wilmington of Suflcz, Janua- 
ry 11, 1727. and Earl of Wilmington, May 14. 1730, Hcdicdfirft 
Commiflioner of the Trctfury, July 2. 1743. 

For 
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For fuch is good example's power. 

It does its office ev'ry hour, jo 

Where governors arc good and wife ; 

Or elfe the trueft maxim lies : 

For fo we find all ancient fages 

Decree, that, adexempivm regis. 

Through all the realm his virtues run, 25 

Rip*ning and kindling like the fun. 

If this be true, then how much more, ' 

When you have nam'd at leaft a fcore 

Of courtiers, each in their degree. 

If poffible, as good as he ? 30 

Or, take it in a difTrent view, 
I afk, (if what you fay be true), 
If you affirm the prefent age 
Deferves your fatire's keeneft rage ; 
If that fame univerfal paffion 35 

With ev'ry vice hath fill'd the nation ; 
If virtue dares not venture down 
A fingle ftep beneath the crown ; 
If clergymen, to fhew then* wit, 
Praife claffics more than holy writ ; 40 

If bankrupts, when they are undone. 
Into the fenate-houfe can run. 
And fell their votes at fuch a rate 
As will retrieve a loft eftate ; 

If law be fuch a partial whore 45 

To fpare the rich and plague the poor r 
If thefe be of all crimes the worft, 
What land was ever half fo curs'd ? 



The 
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The DOG and THIEF. 

Wi'itten ia the year 1726. 

/*\Uoth the thief to the dog. Let me into your 
^Sw^ door, 

And rU give you th«^fe delicate bits, 
Quoth the dog, 1 fiiould then be more villain than 
you're, 

And befides muft be out of my wits. 

Tour delicate bits will not ferve me a meal, 5 

But my maftcr each day gives me bread : 

You'll fly, when you get what you came here to fteal> 
And I muft be hang'd in your ftead. 

The ftockjobber thus from 'Change-alley goes down, 
And tips you, the freeman, a* wink ; io 

Let me have but your vote to ferve for the town. 
And here is a guinea to drink. 

Said the freeman. Tour guinea to-night would be 
fpent : 

Your offers of brib'ry ceafe ; 
ril vote for my landlord to whom I pay rent, 15 

Or elfe I may forfeit my leafe. 

From London they come filly people to choufe. 
Their lands and their faces unknown : 

Who'd vote a rogue into the parliament-houfe. 
That would turn a man out of his own ? 20 

Advice 
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Ad^vice to the Grubstreet Verse- 
writers. 

Written in the year 1726. 

YE poets ragged and forlorn, 
Down from your garrets hafte ; 
Ye rhymers, dead as foon as born. 
Not yet coniign'd to pafte. 

I know a trick to make you thrive ;. J 

©, 'tis a quaint device : 
Your ftillborn ^ems (hall revive. 

And fcorn to wrap up fpice. 

Get all your verfcs prmted fiir. 

Then let them well be dry'd ; 10 

And Curll muft have a fpecial care 

To leave the margin wide. 

Lend thefe to paper-fparing Pope : 

And when he fits to write, 
No letter with an envekpe^ 1 5 

Could give him more delight* 

"When Pope has fiU'd the margins round. 

"Why then recall your loan ; 
Sell them to Curll for fifty pound, 

And fwear they are your own.. 29 

* A blank cover. 



Cto. 
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On feeing VERSES written upon Win- 
dows in Inns. 

Written in the year 1726, 



THE fage who faid he fhould be proud^ 
Of windows in his breaft, 
Becaufe he ne'er one thought allow 'd 

That might not be confefs'd ; 
His window fcrawPd by ev'ry rake. 

His breaft again would cover, 
And fairly bid the devil take 
The diamond and the lover. 



^9^i 

U. 

ANOTHER. 

"OY Satan taught, all conj'rers know, 
■" Your miftrefs in a glafs to fliow. 

And you can do as much r 
In this the devil and you agree ; 
None e*cr made vei'fes worfc than he, 

And thine I fwear are fuch. 



ANO 



I 
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III. 

ANOTHER. 

'T^HAT love is the devil, I'll prove v^rhen requir*d ; 
^ Thofe rhymers abundantly fhow it : 
They fwear that they all by love are infpir'd. 
And the devil's a damnable poet. 



IV. 
A N O T H E R. 



THE church and clergy here, no doubt, 
Are very near a-kin ; 
Both weather-beaten are w^ithout. 
And empty both within. 



io8 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE, 



A Pastoral Dialogue between Rich- 
i^roND-LoDGE and Marble-Hill *. 

Written June 4727, juft after the news of the 
late King's death, to which time this note 
mull alfo be referred. 

Richmond-Lodge is a houfe with a fmall 
park belonging to the crown. It was ufually 
granted by the crown for a leafe of years. The 
Duke of Ormond •}• was the laft who had it. Af- 
ter his exile, it was given to the Prince of Wales 
by the King. The Prince and Princefs ufually paf- 
fbd their fummer there. It is within a mile of 
Richmond. 

Mrble-Hill is a houfe built by Mrs Howard, 
then of the bedchamber, now Countefs of Suffolk, 
and Groom of the Stole to the Queen. It is on the 
Middlefex fide near Twickenham, where Mr. Pope 
lives, and about two miles from Richmond-Lodge. 

• This piece contains fome of the beft and fincft portraits of Dr. 
Swiff, in three or four dirieient attitudes, that ever were drawn. In 
it we are alfo tolH, in his own ludicrous wav, that he generally fpun- 
ged a brcakfftciKC a 'wcck from the Princefs of Wales, [the late 
Queen Caroline] ; and, I believe, we may take his own word for it, 
that he frequently ufed 

** To cry the brerd was ftjle, and mutter 

** Complaints againft the royal butter,*' S'wtfr* 

\ James Butler Duke of Ormond, fuccceded John Dnkc ofM.«rl- 
boroiigh as'Csp'.ain Gi-ncral in Qiicen Anne's reign. H^ fl<fd from 
Encl.incl, fooi) after the Queen's death in 1714; and retired to A- 
vlgr.oii in France, whtrc he died uithout ilfuj in 1745. Hi*; corpfe 
was Ktought to England, and interred in VVcftmiufttr abbey. May 2s. 
1746. 

Mr. 
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Mr. Pope was the contriver of the gardens, Lord 
Herbert the architedl, and the Dean of St. Patrick's 
chief butler, and keeper of the icehoufe. Upon 
King George's death, thefe two houfes met, and 
had the following dialogue. 

•^TN fpite of Pope, in fpite of Gay, 
•■■ And all that he or they can fay. 
Sing on I muft, and iing I will 
Of Richmond-Lodge and Marble -Hill. 

Laft Friday night, as neighbours ufe, 5 

This couple met to talk of news ; 
For by old proverbs it appears, 
That walls have tongues, and hedges ears. 

Marble- H. Quoth Marble-Hill, right well I ween. 
Tour miftrefe now is grown a queen : * 10 

You'll find it foon by woful proof; 
Shell come no more beneath your roof. 

Richmond'L. The kingly prophet well evinces. 
That we fhould put no truft in princes. 
My royal mafter prom is 'd me 15 

To raife me to a high degree ; 
But now he's grown a king, God wot, 
I fear I (hall be foon forgot. 
You fee, when folks have got their ends. 
How quickly they negleft their friends ; 20 

Yet I may fay, 'twixt me and you, 
Priy God they now may find as true. 

Marble- H. My houfe was built but for a fhow, 
My lady's empty pockets know ; 
And now fhe will not have a fliilling 25 

To raife the flairs, or build the ceiling ; 

t This pccm ivas car i^d to ccuirj^and read to ihe king and queen. 

Vol. VIII. K 'Sox 
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!* or all the courtly Madams round 

Now pay four iliilHngs in the pound ; 

"Tis come to what I always thought : 

My dame is hardly worth a groat, 30 

Had you and I been courtiers born, 

We fliould not thus have lain forlorn : 

For thofe we dex'trous courtiers call. 

Can I ife upon their mafter's fa,U. 

But we unlucky and unwife .35 

Muft fall, becaufe our mafters rife, 

Richmond' L. My mafter fcarce a fortnight Ance 
Was grown as wealthy as a prince ; 
But now it will be no fuch thing, 
For he'll be poor as any king : 40 

And by his crown will nothing get ; 
But like a king to run in debt. 

Marble- H. No more the Dean, that grave divine, 

Shall keep the key of my no wine y 

My icehoufe rob, as heretofore, 50 

And fteal my artichoaks no more ; 

Poor Patty Blount no more be feen 

Bedraj gle l in my walks fo green : 

Plump Johnny Gay will now elope; 

And here no more will dangle Pope. 50 

Richmond'L, Here wont the Dean, when he's to 
feek^ 
To fpunge a breakfaft once a-week ; 
To cry the bread was ftale, and mutter 
Complaints againft the roval butter. 
But now I fear it will be laid, 55 

No butter fticks upon his bread. 
We foon fliall find him full of fplddn. 
For want of tattling to the Queen ; 
Stunning her royal ears with talking.; 
His Rev'rcnce and her Highnefs walkine^. 60 

Whilft 
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Whilft Lady Charlotte *, like a ftroller. 

Sits mounted on the garden -roller. 

A goodly fight to fee her ride 

With ancient Atirmoilt f at her fide. 

In velvet cap his head lies warm ; 65 

His hat for fliow beneath his arm. 

Mdrble-H: Some SouA-fea broker from the city 
Will purchafe me, the more's the pity; 
lay all my fine plantations wafl:e 
To fit them to his ^nlgartafte ; 70 

Change'd for the worfe in ev*ry part. 
My matter Pope will break his heart. 

Richmofrd'L. In my. own Thames may. I be 
drownded, 
If e'er I ftoop beneath a crown'd head ; 
Except her Majcfty prevails 75 

To place me vrith the prince of Wales : 
And then I fluill be free from tears; 
For he'll be prince thefe fifty years. 
1 then will turn a courtier too. 
And ferve the times, as txhers do;* So 

Plain loyalty, not built on hope, 
I leave to your contriver, Pope ; 
None 4oTC$ his king and country better, 
Yet none was ever lefs their debtor. 

Marbft'H. Thenlctiiim cottie knd take a nap ; 
In fummer on my verdant lap : 86 

Prefer our villa's; where the Thames is. 
To Kcnfington-, or hot St. James's; 
Norfhall I dull in filejlcc fit ; ' 
Pbr 'tis to me he owes his wit : 9% 

My groves, my echoes, and my birds. 
Have taught him his poetic words. 

• Lady CHarlotte de RoufTy, 4 French lady.' 
ft Mar^ft do Mirmonr, a Frencbman of qtialilif' 

K2 - 'Wc 
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We gardens, and you wildernefles, 

Affift all poets in diftrefles. 

Him twice a-week I here expecft, 5^ 

To rattle Moody ♦ for negleft ; 

An idle rogue, who fpends his quartridge 

In tippling at the Dog and Partridge } 

And I can hardly get him down 

Three times a-wcek to bruih my gown» 100 

Richmond- L, I pity you, dear Marble-Hill ^ 
But hope to fee you flourifh ftill. 
All happinefs, and fo adieu. 

Marble-H. Kind Richmoud-Lodge, the fame to 
you. 



DESIRE and POSSESION. 
Written in the year 1727. 

»nniS ftrange, what different thoughts uifpirc- 

•*• In men, pejfejjjon and defire! 
Think what they wiih fo great a bleffing; 
So difappointed when poflefEng I 

A moralift profoundly fage, 5 

I know not in what book or page. 
Or whether o'er a pot of ale, 
Related thus the following talc. 

Pojfejfiony and Defire his brother. 
But ftill at variance with each other, 10 



• The gardener. 



Were 
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Were fecn con tending in a race ; 

And kept at iirft an equal pace ; 

Tis faid their courfe continued long ; 

Sbr this was adtive, that was ftrong : 

Till envy, flander, floth, and doubt, 1 5 

Mifled them many a league about, 

Seduce'd by fome deceiving light,- 

They take the wrong way for the right : 

Through flipp'i y. by-roads dark and deep 

Thty often climb,, and often creep. 20 

Defire^ the fwifter of the tiwo. 
Along the plkin like lightning flew : 
Till entering in a broad highway. 
Where power and titles fcatter'd lay. 
He ftrov€ to pick up all he found, 25 

And by excurfions loft his ground-: 
No fooner got, than with difdain 
He threw them on the ground again ; 
And hafted forward to purfue 
Frefli objefts fairer to his view ; 30 

In hope to fpring fome nobler game ; 
But all he took was juft the fame : 
Too fcornful now to ftop his pace. 
He fpurn'd them in his rival's face» 

PoffeJJion kept the beaten road ; 35 

And gathered all his brother ftrow'd ;. 
But overcharged, and out of wind. 
Though flrong in limba, he lagg'd behind. 

Dejire had now the goal in fight : 
It was a tow'r of monftrous height ; 40 

Where on the fummit Fortune ftands,, 
A crown and fceptre in her hands ; 
Beneath a chafm as deep as hell,. 
Where many a bold adventurer fell,. 45 

Dffire in rapture gaz'd a while, 
And faw the txeach'rous goddefs fmile ; 

K3 ^B^^- 
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But as he climb'd to grafp the crown. 

She knock'd him with the fceptre down. 

He tumbled in the gulf profound ; 

There doomed to whirl an endlefs round. 50 

Poffeffton*s load was grown fo great. 
He funk beneath the cumb'rous weight : 
And as he now expiring lay, 
Flocks ev'ry ominous bird of prey : 
The raven, vulture, owl, and kite, 5 j^ 

At once upon his carcafe light. 
And ftrip his hide, and pick his bones, 
Regardlefs of his dying groans. 



On Censure. 
Written in the year 1727. 



YE wife, inftruft mc to endure 
An evil which admits no cure ; 
Or how this evil can be borne, 
Which breeds at once both hate and fcom. 
Bare innocence is no fupport, y 

When you are try'd iij fcandaPs court. 
Stand high in honouif^i wealth or wit ; 
All others who inferior fit. 
Conceive themfelves in confcience bound 
To join and drag you to the ground* 10 

Your altitude offends the eyes 
Of thofe who want the pow'r to rife* 
The world, a willing ftander-by^ 
Inclines to .lid a fpecious lie : 

Alas, 
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Alas, they would not do you wrong, 15 

But all appearances are fhrong. 

Yet whence proceeds this weight we lay 
On what detra^ing people fay ? 
For let mankind difcharge their tongues 
In venom, till they burft their lungs, 20 

Their utmofl malice cannot make 
Tour head, or tooth, or finger akc ; 
Nor fpoil your ihape, diflort your face, 
Or put one feature out of place ; 
Nor will you find your fortune fink, 25 

By what they fpeak, or what they think ; 
Nor can ten hundred thoufand lies 
Make you lefs virtuous, learn'd, or wife. 

The moft effeftual way to baulk 
Their malice, is to let them talk. 30 



The Furniture of a Woman's mind. 

Written in the year 1727. 

A Set of phrafes leam'd by rote j 
"^ A pailion for a fcarlet coat ; 
When at a play to laugh, or cry. 
Yet cannot tell the reafpn why ; 
Never to hold her tongue a minute, 5 

While all fhe prates has nothing in it : 
Whole hours can with a coxcomb fit. 
And take his nonfenfe all for wit ; 
Her learning mounts to read a fong. 
But half the words pronouncing wrong } 10 
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Hath ev'ry repartee in ftore, 
She fpoke ten thoufand times before ; 
Can ready compliments fupply 
On all occafions cut and dry ;' 
Such hatred to a parfon's gown^ 
The fight will put her in a fwoon ; 
For convcrfation well endu'd. 
She calls it witty to be rude y 
And placing raillery in railing,. 
Will tell aloud y our greateft failing.; 
Nor makes a fcruple to expofe 
Yourl>andy leg, or crooked nofe ; 
Can at her morning-tea run o*er 
The fcandal of the day before : 
Improving hourly in her Ikill,. 
To cheat and wrangle at quadrille, 

In chufing lace a critic nice,- 
Knows to a groat the loweft price ; 
Can in her female clubs difpute. 
What linen beft the lilk will fuit. 
What colours each complexion match. 
And where with art to place a patch. 

If chance a moufe creeps in her fight, 
Can finely counterfeit a fright ; 
So fweetly fc reams, if it comes near her. 
She ravifhes all hearts to hear her. 
Can dext'roufly her hufband teafe. 
By. taking fits whene'er fhe pleafe ; 
By frequent practice learns the trick 
At proper feafons to be fick ; 
Thinks nothing gives one airs fo pretty. 
At once creating love and pity ; 
If Molly happens to be carelefs. 
And but neglects to warm her hair-lace. 
She gets a cold as fure as death, 
And vows fhe fcarce can fetch her breath ; • 

•Admi] 
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-A Jmires how modeft women can 
Be fo robuftious like a man. 

Id party, furiotis to her pow'r j 
A bitter Whig, or Tory four ; 50 

Her arguments direftly tend 
Againft the fide fhe would defend ; 
Will pro\e herfelf a Tory plain. 
From principles the Whigs maintain j 
And to defend the Whiggifh caufe, 5-5 

Her topics from the Tories draws. 

Oyes *f if any man can' find 
More virtues in a woman's mind. 
Let them be fent to Mrs. Harding f ; 
She'll pay the charges to a farthing ; 60 

Take notice, fhe has my commifiion 
To add them in the next edition ;- 
They may outfell a better thing r 
So, holla boys ; God fave the King. 

Clever Tom Clinch going to be hanged^ 

Written m the year 1727. 

A S clever Tom Clinch, while the rabble was 
•^ bawling, 

Rode ftately through Holboum to die in his calling. 
He fl:opt at tbe George for a bottle of fack, 
And promis'd to pay for it when he came back. 

• Oyex, I a eorraption ofoyez, hear ye j a word ufed by criers. 
+ A printer. 

His 
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His waiftcoat, and ftockings, and breeches were 
Avhite ; S 

His cap had a new cherry fibaiid to tye't. 
The maids ta the doors and the balconies ran. 
And faid, Lack a-day ! he's a proper young man. 
But as from the windows the ladies he fpy'd, 
Like a beau in the box, he bow'd low on each 
fide; ^- vo 

And when his laft fpecch the loud hawkers dijd cry. 
He fworc from his cart, it ^vas aU a dama'd lie. 
The hangman for pardon fell down on his -fcncc ;-• 
Torn gave him a kick in the guts for his fee : 
Theri^aid, I muft fpeak to the people a Httk, ij 
But rn fee you all damn*d before I will whittle $, 
My honeft friend Wild ||,mftyhe longhold his place. 
He lengthened my li£e with a wh^e year of grace. 
Take courage, dear fiomrades^' atid<be siot ^kk^d, 
Nor flip thi^ occafion to follow ydur trade > ^ 
My confcience is clear^ ^aadtny^ipirits are caha> 
And thus I go off with^u^ :px|iyV'book; t>r |>£ila> ; 
Then follow the praftice of clever Tom Clinch; 
"Who hung like a hero, and never would flinch*' 

On cutting down the old Thorn at Ma-rket--- 
HrLL ♦ 

Written in the year 172^.- 

AT Market-hill, as well appears ' 
By chronicle of ancient date. 
There flood for many a hundred ycart • 
A fpacious thorn before the gate. 

% A cant word for confcfling at the galloWs* 

II Jonaatlun Wild, the noted thief-caccberi fto^fl«eepet of !<^- 
gatc, who was hanged for receiving ftolen goods. *- 

• A village near the feat of Sir Arthur Achefon, ^here the Deaa 
fometimes made a long vine. 

Hither 
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Hither came every village-maid, 5 

And on the boughs -her garland hung. 

And here, beneath the fpreading fhade. 
Secure from fatyrs fat and fung. 

Sir Archibald f that valVous knight. 

Then lord of all the fruitful plain^ lo 

Would come to liften with delight. 

For he was fond of rural drain. 

(Sir Archibald, whofe fav 'rite name 

Shall {land for ages on record. 
By Scottifh bards of higheft fame, 1 5 

Wife Hasvthornden and Stirlmg's Lord :[:.) 

fifit time with iron teeth I ween, 
Has canker'd all its branches round ; 

No fruit or bloflbm to be feen. 
Us head reclining tow'rds the ground. 20 

This ageji,, iickly, faplefs thorn, 
Which muft, alas ! no longer ftand, . 

Behold the cruel Dean in fcorn 
Cuts down with facrilegious hand. 

Dame nature, when fhe faw the blow. 35 

Aftonifh'd gave a dreadful fhrick ; 
And mother Tellus trembled fo, 

She fcarcc recovered in a week. 

The fylvan pow'rs with fear perplex 'd, 

In prudence and compaffion ferit, 30 

(For none could tell whofe turn was next) 

Sad omens of the dire even. 



t Sir Archibald Achefon, Secretary of State for Scotland. 

X Drummoi;^! of Hawthnrnden, and Sir William Altfxander, Ejrl 
of Stirling, who were both friends to Sir Archibald, and famous for 
ih.ir poetry. 

The 
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The magpye, lighting on the ftock^ 
Stood chatt'i ing with inceflant din ; 

And with her beirk gave many a knock. 
To roufe and warn the nymph within. 

The owl forefaw, in penfive mood. 

The ruin of her ancient feat ; 
And fled in hade with all her brood 

To feck a more fecure retreat. 

Laft trotted forth the gentle fwine, 
To eafe her ich againft the flump. 

And difmally was heard to whine. 
All as Ihe fcrubb'd her meafly rum. 

The nymph who dwells in ev*ry tree, 
(If all be true that poets chant). 

Condemned by fate's iupremc decree, 
Muft die with her exiring plant. 

Thus when the gentle Spina found 
The thorn committed to her care, 

Receiv'd its laft and deadly wound. 
She fled and vanifh'd into air. 

But from the root a difmal groan 

Firft iflliing, ftruck the murd'rers ears ; 

And in a flirill revengeful tone 
This prophecy he prembling hears. 

** Thou chief contriver of my fall, 
" Relentlefs Dean, to mifchief born ; 

" My kindred oft thine hide fliall gall, 
** Thy gown and cafTock oft be torn. 

*' And thy confed'rate dame^ who brags 
** That (he condemned me to the fire, 

" Shall rent her petticoats to rags, 

** And wound her legs with evVy bri*r. 
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** Nor thou, Lord Arthur *, fhalt cfcape : 65; 

" To thee I often calPd in vain, 
" Againft that afiaffin in crape ; 

" Yet thou couWft tamely fee me flain. 

** Nor when I felt the dreadful blow, 

" Op chid the Dean, ^r pinch'd thy fpoufe ; 70 
" Since you could fee me treated fo, 

" (An old retainer to your houfe). 

" May that fell Dean, by whofe command 
" Was form'd this Machiavellian plot, 

** Not leave a thiftle on thy land ; 75 

" Then who will own thee for a Scot ? 

** Pigs and fanatics, cows and teagucs, 
'* Through all thy empire I forefee, 

** To tear thy hedges join in leagues : 
" Sworn to revenge my thorn and me. 80 

'* And thou the wretch ordain'd by fate, 

" Neal Gahagan, Hibernian clown, 
^ With hatchet blunter than thy pate 

" To hack my hallow 'd timber down, 

*' When thou fufpended high in air, S^ 

" Dy'ft on a more ignoble tree, 
^ (For thou flialt fteal thy landlord's mare), 

** Then, bloody caitiff, think on me.** 

* Sir Arthur Acfaefon. 



ToL.Vin. L 0u 



122 MISCELLANIES IN VEBSE. 

On the five Ladies at Sot's Hole *. with 
the Doctor f at their head, 

N. B. TKe Ladies treated the DoSfon 

Sent as from an officer in the army. 

Written in the year 17 28, 

FAir ladies, number five, 
Who in your merry freaks 
With little Tom contrive 
To feaft on ale and fteaks. 

While he fits by a-grinning, 5 

To fee you fafe in Sot's-hole, 
Set up with greazy linen. 

And neither mugs nor pots whole. 

Alas ! I never thought 

A prieft would pleafe your palate ; 10 

Bcfides, ril hold a groat. 

He'll put you in a ballad : 

Where I fliall fee your faces 

On paper daub'd fo foul. 
They*!! be no more like graces, ij 

Than Venus like an owl ; 



• Antlehoufc in Dublin famous for beef- (leaks, 
t Pr. Thomas Sheridan. 



And 



MESCELLANfES IN VERSE. 123 

And we fliall take you racheF 

To be a midnight-pack 
Of witches met together^ 

With Bclzebub in black. 20 

It fills my heart with wo 

To thifik, fuch ladies fine 
Should be reduce'd fo low 

To treat a dull divine. 

Be by a parfon cheated f 2 j| 

Had you been cunning ftagcrs^ 
You might yourfelvcs be treated 

By captains and by majors. 

See how corruption grows, 

While mothers, daughters^^uati^ 30 

loftead of powder'd beaus. 

From pulpits chufe gallants^ 

Ifwc who wear ourwfgs 

With fen-tail and with fnake. 
Arc bubbled thus by prigs ; : 3> 

Z ds, who would be a rake t 

Had I a heart to fight^ 

rd knock the DoAor down ;. 
Or could I read or write, 

Tgad I'd wear a gown. 4© 

Then leave him to his birch *, 

And at the Rofe on Sunday, 
The parfon fafe at church, 

ril treat you with burgundj«. 

* Me kept 1 fchooU 

L z On 
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On Burking a diill Poem. 



Writtcii in the year 1729^ 

,A N afs^s hoof alone can hold 
Jl\ That pois'nous. juice which kills by cold. 
Methonght, when I this poem read,^ 
No vefTel but an afs's head 

Such frigid fuftian could contain, 5 

I mean the head without the braif>. 
The cold conceits, the chilling thoughts 
Went down like ftupifying draughts: 
I found my head began to fwim» 
A numbnefs crept through cv'ry limb. 10 

In hafte,. with imprecations dire, 
I threw the volume kt the fire : 
When, who could think ? tho' cold as ice,. 
It burnt to aflies in a trice. 

Hpw could I more inhance its fame l *S 

Though bom in fnov,. it dy'd in flame.. 
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A Libel on the Reverend Dr. Delany, 
and his Excellency John Lord Car- 
teret. 

To Dr. Delany. occafioned by his cpiftlc to his 
Excellency John Lord Carteret. 

Written in the year 1729. 

"TV Eluded mortals, whom the great 

-■^ Chufe for companions teti a tete^. 

Who at their dinners cnfamille^ 

Got leave to fit whene'er you will ; 

Then boaftirtg tell us where you din'd/ 5- 

And hpw his Lordfhip was fo kind ; 

How many pleafsnt things he fpoke, 

And how you laug^d at ev'ry joke : 

Sviear he's a moft facetious man ; 

That you and he are cup and can : 10 

You travel with a Jieavy load, 

And quite miftake prefcnnent-s road. 

' Suppofe my Lord and you alone,' 

Hint the leaft int'reft of your own ; 

His vifagc drops^ he knits his brow^ 15" 

He cannot talk of bus'ncfs now .%- 

Or mention but a vacant poft, 

He'll turn it off with, ** Name your toaft;? 

Nor could -the niceftartift paint 

A countenance with more conftraint. 20- 

For as, their appetites^ to quench, . 
Lords keep a pimp to bring a wench' ;. 

L 3 , ^^ 
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So men of wit arc but a kind 

Of pandars to a vitious mind ; 

Who proper obje<fts muft provide j j 

To gratiiy their luft of pride, 

"When weary *d with intrigues of ftatc. 

They find an idle hour to prate. 

Then ihould you dare to aik a place. 

You forfeit all your patron's grace, 30 

And difappoint the fole defign, 

For which he fummon'd you to dine. 

Thus Congreve fpent in writing plays. 
And one poor office half his days ; 
While Montague *, who claim'd the ftation 3-5 
To be Maecenas of the nation, 
For poets open table kept, 
But ne'er confider'd where they flept i 
Hirafelf as rich as fifty Jews, 
Was eafy though they wanted fhoes ; 40 

And crazy Cpngrcve fcarce. could fpare 
A fhilling to difcharge his chair i 
Till prudence taught him to appeal 
From Paean's fire to party-zeal ; 
Not owing to his happy vein 45 

The fortunes of his latter fcene, 
Took proper principles to. thrive ; 
And fo might .ev'ry dunce alive. 

Thus Steele, who own'd what others writ. 
And flourifh'd by imputed wit, 50 

From perils of a hundred jjiils, 
Withdrew to ftarve, and die in Wales. 

Thus Gay, the hare + with many friends^ 
Twice feven long years the court attends : 

• Earl of Halifax. f See his fabks. 

Who 
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Who under tales conveying truths 55 

To virtue form'd a princely youth * : 

Who paid his courtfhip with the croud. 

As far as modeft pride allow'd ; 

Rejefts a fervile uihcr's place. 

And leaves St. James's in difgrace f . i^ 

Thus Addifon, by Lords carefs'dy 
Was left in foreign lands diftrefs'd ;, 
Forgot at home, became for hire 
A traveling tutor to a 'fquire : 
But wifely left the mufes hill, 6; 

To bus'nefs fhap'd the poet's quill, 
I^et all hi* barren laurels fade. 
Took up himfelf the courtiers tradt?,. 
And grown a minifter of ftate, 
Saw poets at his levee waiu 70- 

Hail, happy Pope ! whofe gen'rous mind 
Detefting all the ftatefmen kind. 
Contemning courts, at courts^ unfeen^. 
Refus'd the viiits of a queen, 

' A foul with ev'ry virtue fraught, 75 

By fages, priefts, or poets taught ; 
Whofe filial piety excels 
Whatever Grecian ftory tells j. 
A genius for all fVations fit, 

Whofe meaneft talent is his wit ;. 80 

His heart too great, though fortune little. 
To lick a rafcal ftatefman's fpittle ; 
Appealing to the nation's tafte. 
Above the reach of want is- place'd r 
By Homer dead was taught to thrive, 85 

Which Homer never could alive: 



• His Royal Highnefs William Duke of Cumberland, fecoed foa 
of K. George II. 

f For ibmc account of this, fee Letters to and from Dr, Swift. 

And 
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And fits aloft on Pipdus' head, 
Dcfpifing flaves that cringe for bread. 

True politicians only pay- 
For folia work, but not for play ;• jor- 

Ndr ever chufe to work with tools 
Forge*d np in colleges and fchools. 
Coniider how much more is due. 
To all their journeymen^ than you :• 
At table you can Horace quote j '95 

They at a pinch can bribe a vote : 
T<>u fhew your ikill in Grecian ftory ; 
But they can manage Whig and Tory : 
You, as a critic, are fo curious- 
To find a vcrfe in Virgil fpurious ; loo 

But they can fmoke the deep defigns, 
"When Bolingbroke with Pultney dines- 

Befidesv your patron may- upbraid ye,. 
That you have got a place already ; 
An office for your talents fit, 105. 

To flatter, carve, and fhew your wit ; 
To fnuff the lights, and ftir the fire. 
And get a dinner ;for your hire. 
What claim have you to place or penfiori*? 
H^ overpays in condefcenfion; no 

But, Rev'rend Doftor, you we know 
Could neyer. condefcend fo low ; 
The viceroy, whom you now attend, 
Would, if he durft, be more your friend; 
Nor will in you tKofe gifts defpife, 115. 

Byt which himfelf was taught to Tile : 
When he has virtue to retire,. 
He'll grieve he did not raife you higher. 
And place you in a better ftation, . 
Although it might have pleas 'd the nation. 1 70 

This 



MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 129 

This may be true fubmitting ftill 

To Walpolc's more than royal will ; 

And what condition can be worfe I 

He comes to drain a beggar's purfe ;, 

He comes to tie our chains on f after, 125 

And fhew us, England is our mafter i 

Careiiing knaves, and dunces wooing, 

To make them work their own undoings 

What has he lelfc to bait his traps, 

Or bring his vermin in, but fcraps ? 130 

The oflfals of a chtirch dilirefl ; 

A hungry vicarage at beft v 

Or fome remote inferior poft,. 

With forty pounds a-year at moft.. 

But here again you interpofe i 135 

Your fav'rite Lord is none of thofe 
Who owe their virtues to their ftations, 
And charaAers to dedications : 
For keep himln, or turn him out, 
His learning none will call in doubt ; n}0 

His learning, though a poet faid it 
Before a play, would lofe no credit ; 
Nor Pope would dare deny him wit,. 
Although to praife it Philips writ. 
I own he hates an action bafe, 145 

^is virtues, battling with his P^ce ; 
Nor wants a nice difceming fpirit 
Betwixt a true^ an^ fpurious merit ; 
Can ibmetimes drop a voter's claim^ 
And give up party to his fame. 150 

I do the moft that friendfhip can;^ 
I iMite the vicesoy, love the man. 

But you,, who tiU your fortune's made> 
Muft be a fweet'ner by your trade. 
Should fwear he never meant us ill ; 15S 

We fuffer fore agamft his will ;. 

That 
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That if wc could but fee his heart, 

He would have chofe a milder part : 

We rather (hould lament his cafe. 

Who muft obey, or lofe his place. 160 

Since this refleftion flipt your pcn> 
Infert it when you write again : 
And, to illuilrate it, produce 
This fimile for his cxcufe. 

** So, to deftroy a guilty land, 1.65 

** An angel * fent by hcav'n's command, 
** Whife he obeys almighty will, 
" Perhaps may feel compaflion Itill ; 
** And wifh the talk had been afCgn'd 
" To fpirits of lefs gentle kind." 170 

But I, in politics grown old, 
Whofe thoughts are of a dliSF'rent mouldj^ 
Who from my foul finccrely hate 

Bpth k and miniftcrs of ftate. 

Who look on courts with ftriftcr eyes ij^ 

To fee the feeds of vice arife. 

Can lend you an allufion fitter. 

Though flatt'ring knaves may call it bitter ; 

Which, if you durft but give it place. 

Would fhew you many a ltatefman*s fticc : i8a 

Frefh from the tripod of Apollo 

I had it in the words that follow : 

(Take notice, to avoid offence, 

i tiere except his Excellence). 

" So, to effeft his monarch's ends, i&j 

*' From hell a viceroy dev'l afcends ; 
•* His budget with corruption ci*ammkl^ 
" The contributions of the damn*d ;^ 

^ * So vUen an angel by divine comnand, 

M "tfirCi Campaign, 

«' Which 



MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 131 

** Which with unfparing hand he ftrows 

** Through courts and fenates as he goes ; lye 

** And then at Belzebub's black hall^ 

** Complains his budget was too fmall.*' 

Your iimile may better ihkie 
In verfe ; but there is truth in mine ; 
For no imaginable things 195 

Can differ more, than gods and k s i 

And ftatefmen by ten thoufand odds 
Are angels juft as k— s are gods. 

To Janus, on New-year's-dat. 

Written in the year 1729, 

"1 'Wo-face'd Janus, god of time ! 
■■- Be my Plicjebus while 1 rhyme : 
To oblige your crony Swift, 
Bring our dame a new-year's gift : 
She has got but half a face ; 5 

Janus, fince thou haft a brace. 
To my Lady once be kind ; 
Give her half thy face behind. 

<5od of time, if you be wife. 
Look not with your future eyes ; 10 

What imports thy forward fight ? 
Well, if you could lofe it quite. 
Can you take delight in viewing 
This poor ifle*s * approaching ruin, 
When thy retrofpe^tion vaft 15 

Sees the glorious ages pad ? 



• Ireland. 



tb.'^^'^ 
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Happy nation ! were wc blind. 
Or had only eyes behind. 
Drown yoi^r morals, Madam cries, 
I'll have none but forward eyes ; 
Prudes dccay'd about may tack, 
Strain their necks with looking back ; 
Give me time, when coming on : 
Who regards him when he's gone ? 
By the Dean though gravely told. 
New years help to m^e me old ; 
Yet I find a new-year's lace 
Burnifhes an old-year's face : 
Give me velvet and quadrille, 
I'll have youth and beauty ftill. 

DRAPlER's HILL*. 

Written in the year 1729. 

TITE give the world to underftand, 
^^ Our thriving Dean has purchas'd land ; 
A purchafe which will bring him clear 
Above his rent four pounds a-year ; 
Provided, to improve the ground. 
He will but add two hundred pound, 
And from his endlefs hoarded ftore 
To build a houfe five hundred more. 
Sir Arthur f too fhall have, his will. 
And call the manfion Drapier's Hillt 
That when a natiori long inflav'd. 
Forgets by whom it once was fav'd ; 

* Tbc Dean gave this name to a farm called DrumLck, which 
teol^ of Sir Arthur Achefan, whofe feat lay between th»t and Mar) 
-Hill, and intended lo build an houfc upon it, but afterwards cban 
his n>.nd, 

f Sir Arthur Achefon, from whom the purchafe was made. 

2 A\T: 
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When none the Drapier's praiie fhall fing, 

His figns aloft no longer fwing ; 

His medals and his prints forgotten, 15 

And all his handkerchiefs are rotten % ; 

His famous Letters made wafte paper ; 

This hill may keep the name of Drapier : 

In fpite of envy flourifh Ml, 

And Drapier's vie with Cooper's Hill. to 

The Grand Question debated: 

Whether Hamilton Bawn * fliould be 
turned into a Barrack or a Malt- 
H o u s £• 

Written in the year 1729* 

The PREFACE to the English Edition. 

'pHE author of the foHowing poem is faid to be 
Dr. J. S. D. S. P, D. who writ it, as well as 
feveral other copies of ;i?erfes of the like kind, by 
way of amufement, in the family of an honourable 
gentleman in the north of Ireland, where he fpent 
a Summer about two or three years ago. 

{ Medals were caft, many figns hang up, and handkerchiefs mado 
with devices, in 'honour of the anther, under the name of M. B. 
Drapier. 

^ A bawD was a place near the houfe, inclofed with mod or ftone 
walls to keep the cattle from being Aden in the night. They ar« 
DOW Uttle nfed. 

VoL.Vra. M A 
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A certatn vcrjr great perfon f, then in that king- 
dom, having heard much of this poem, obtained 
a copy from the gentleman, or, as fome fay, the 
lady, in whofe houfe it was written ; from whence^ 
I know not by what accident, feveral other copies 
were tranfirribcd, full of errors. As I have a great 
refpeft for the fuppofed author, I have procured a 
true copy of the poem ; the publication whereof can 
do him lefs injury than printing any of tliofe incor- 
TcA ones which ran ab^ut in manulcript^ and would 
infallibly be fbon in the prcfs, if not thus prevent- 
ed 

Some exprcffions being peculiar to Ireland, I have 
prevailed on a gentleman of that kingdom to explain 
them, and I have put the feveral explanations in 
their proper places, 

•THUS fpoke to my Lady the. Knight J full of 
•'• care, 

Let me have your advice in a weighty affair* 

This Hamilton's bawn *, whilft it fticks on my hand, 

I lofe by the hdufc what I get by the land; 

But how to (lifpofe of it to the bcft bidder, 5 

For a baiTackf or malthoufe, we now-muft confider. 

Firft, let me fuppbfe I make it a malthoufe. 
Here I have computed the, profit will fall t 'us 5 
There's nine hundred pounds for jabour and grain^ 
I increafc it to twelve, fo three hundred remain ; 10 
A handfome addition for wine and good cheer. 
Three difhes a-day, -and three hogfheads a-ycar : 
With a dozen large veflels my vaults fhall be ftor'd ; 
No litde fcmb joint fliall come on my board : 
And you and the Dean no more fhall combine 15 
To ftint me at night to one bottle of wine : 

. -f Jo^n Lord Carteret, then Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, afterwards 
Karl of QnnviWe in rig,ht of his mother. 

X Sir Arthur Acbefon, at whofe feat it was written. 

* A large old houfe, two miles f.om Sir Arthur Achefon*! feat; 

'f' The army in Ireland is hK%ed in ftrong buildings OTcr th» whole 
JdDjdoni/ called barracks. 

Nor 
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Nor flidl I, for his humour, permit you to purloiu 
A &one and a quarter of beef from my lirloin. 
If I make it a barrack, the crown is my tenant ; 
My dear, I have pondered again and again on*t : 211 
In poundage and drawbacks I lofe half my rent. 
Whatever they give me, I muft be content. 
Or join with the court in ev'iy debate ; 
And- rather than thaT I would lofe my edate. 

Thus ended the Knight : thus began his meek 
wife ; 
It mujtf and it JbaU be a barrack, my life, it 

Tin grown a mere mopus; no company come$< 
But a rabble of tenants, and rufty dull rums i» 
With parfons what lady can keep herielf . clean ? 
I'm all over daub'd when I fit by the Dean. 3# 

But if you will give xts^ ktrracky my dear. 
The Q^ahtf I'mfure^ will alwayrcome here : 
Fthen fhall not value his Deanihip a ftraw. 
For the Captsin, Iwarrant, will keep him in awe ^ 
Or ihoiiki he pretend^to be briik and alert, 35 

Will tell him that chaplains fhould not be fo pert ; 
That men of his coat fhould be minding their pray'rs. 
And not among ladies to give themfelves airs. 

Thusargu'd my Lady, but argu'd in vain ; 
The kni^t his opinitHi refolv'd to maintain. 40 

But Hannah *j who liften'd to all that was paft. 
And could not endure fo vulgar a tafte, 
As foon asher Ladyfhip cali'd to be drefs'd, 
Cry*d, Madam, why lurely my mafter's pofiefs'd,.. 
Sir Arthur the maltfter ! how fine it will found ! 45 
V4 rather the fiawa: w^re funk under ground. 



f A cant ytord in TreTand for a poor couatrir-dorjyaiaii* 
* My Lady*s wartinj- woman. 

M 2- But^ 
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But, Madam, I guefs'd there would never cotxfi 

good. 
When I faw hhn fo often with Darby and Woodtv 
And now my dream's out ; for I was a-dream*d 
That I faw a huge rat ;.0 dear, how I fcream'd ! 5a 
And after, methought, I had loft my new ihoes; 
And Molly, (he faid, I fliould hear feme ill Dew9^ 

Dear Madam, had you but the fpirit to teafe, 
Tou might have a barrack whenever you pleafe r 
And, Madam, I always believ'd you fo ftout, jjf 
That for twenty denials you would not give out,. 
If I had a hulband like him, 1 pnrtefi. 
Till he gave me my will, I would ^ive him no reft f 
And rather than come in the fame pair of (heets 
With fuch a crofs man^ I would lie in the ftreet5 : 6a 
But, Madam, I beg you contrive and invent. 
And worry him out, till he gives his^confent. 

Dear Madam, whene'er of a- barrack I think. 
An I were to be hang*^d I can't deep a wink : 
For if a new crotchet comes into my brain, 65^ 

I can't get if out, though I'd never fo fain; 
I fancy already a barack contriv'd 
At Hamilton's Bawn, and the troop is arriv'd ; 
Of this to be fure. Sir Arthur has warning. 
And waits on the Captain betimes the next mom)' 
ing. 7^ 

Now fee when they meet how their honoiu^ be* 

have ; 
Noble Captain, your fervant — Sir Arthur, your 

ftave ; 

Tou honour me much the honour is mine,^-** 

' Twas a fad rainy night — but the morning is fine — 
Pray, how does my Lady ? — my wife's at your 

fervice. 75 

I think I have feen her pifture by Jervis, 

•f Two of Sir Arth«r*s managt rs 

Good 
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Good morrowy good Captain, *—— I'll wait on you 

down 
You fhan*t ftir a foot — you'll thinkme a clown — • 
For all the world, Captain, not half an inch fai** 

ther 

You miift be obeyed— your fervant. Sir Arthur ; 80 
My humble rcfpc£ts to my Lady unknown,—— 
I hope you will ufe my houfe as your own. . 

*^ Go bring me my fmock, and leave off your 
prate, . 
*^ Thou haft certainly gotten a cup in thy pate," 8; 

Pray, Madam, .be qyiet ; what was it I laid ? 

You had like to have put it quite out of my head. 

Next day, tobefure, the captain will come 
At the head of his troop, with trumpet and drum : 
Now, Madam, -obfcrvc, how he maixhes in ftatc : 
The man with the kctdedrum enters the gate : 91 
Duk, dub, aduby dub. The ti-umpeters follow, 
Tantarm, tantara, while all 4:he boys hollow. 
See now comes die Captain all dawb'd. with gold 

lace: 
O law ! the fweet gentleman ! look in his face ; 
And fee how he rides like a lord of the land, 95 
With the fine flaming fword that he holds in his 

hand ; 
And his horfe, the dear enter, it prances and rears. 
With ribbands in knots at its tail and its ears > 
At laft comes the troop, by the word of command. 
Drawn up in our court ; when the Captain cries, 

• Stand. 
Youp-Ladyfhip lifts up the faih to be feen, loi 

(For furc I had dizen'd you out like a queen) : 
The Captain, to fliew he is proud of the favour^-, 
Looks up to your window, and cocks up his beaver ; 
(His beaver'is cock'd ; pray. Madam, mark that. 
For a captain of horfe never takes off his hat ; in6 
M 3 Bc«aufe 
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Becaufe he has never a hand that is idie ; 

Tor the right holds the fword, and the left hold? 

the bridle ; 
Then flourifhes thrice his fword in the air j 
As a compliment due to a lady fo fair ; no 

(How I tremble to think of the blood it hath fpili!) 
Then he low'rs down the point, and kifTes the hik. 
Your Ladyfhip fmiies, and thus you begin ; 
Pray, Captain, be pleas'd to alight and walk in. 
The Captain falutcs you with congee profound, 115 
And your Ladyfliip curtiies halfway to the ground. 

Kit, run to your mafter, and bid him come to 
us. 
I'm fure he'll be proud of the honour you do us ; 
And, Captain, you'll do us the ifiivour to ftay. 
And take a fhort dinner here with us to-day : 12Q 
You're heartily welcome : but as for good cheer. 
You come in the very worft time in the year : 

If I had expefted fo worthy a gucft 

Lord ! Madam I your Ladyfhip fure is in jeft ; 
You banter me. Madam, the kingdom muft grant— 
You officers. Captain, are fo complaifant. 1 20 

•• Hift, hufly, I think I hear fomebody coming— « 
No, Madam, 'tis only Sir Arthur a-humming. 

To fhorten my tale, (for I hate a long ftory). 
The Captain at dinner appears in his glorv ; f 30 
The Dean and the DoAor * have humbled thor 

pride. 
For the Captain's intreated to fit by your fide ; 
And, beca\jfe he's their betters, you carve for him 

firft ; 
The parfons for envy are ready to burft ; 
The fervants amaz'd are fcarcc ever able 135 

To keep off their eyes, as they wait at the table ; 

f 

* O^. Jenny, a clergvmaA in the' neighbourhood* 

And 
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And Molly and I have thruft in Our nofe 
To peep at the Captain in all his line clo'es : 
Dear Madam, be lure he's a line fpoken man. 
Do but heai- on the clergy how glib h:s tongue ran ^ 
•* And, Madam, lays he, if fucli dinners you give, 
** You'll never want paribus as long us you live ; 142 
'' I ne*er kneiv a paribn without a good nofe, 
'* But the devil's as welcome whcre*ever he goes ; 
<• G — d — me, they bid us reform and repent, 145 
** But, z— ^s, by their looks they never keep lent : 
*• Mifter Curate^ for all your grave looks I'm afraid 
" You caft a flieep's eye on her Ladylliip's maid; 
** I wiih ihe would lend you her pretty white hand 
** In mending your caflbck, and fmoothing your 
band : 1 50 

^' (For the Dean was fo fhabby, and look'd like a 

ninny, 
** That the Captain fuppos'dhe was curate to Jenny): 
** Whenever you fee a caflbck and gown, 
<< A hundred to one but it covers a clown ; 
*' Obferve how a paribn comes into a room, 155 
<«'G — d— me, he hobbles as bad as my groom ; 
** A fcholard, whenjuft from his college broke loofe, 
«' Can hardly tell how to cry bo to a goofe ; 
'' Your >Joved8, and Bluturks, and Omurs *, and 

ftufi^ 
t* By G — they don't fignify this pinch of fnuff. 160 
'* To give a young gentleman right education, 
•« The army's the only good fchool in the nation ; 
" My (chooloaafter cadl'd me a dunce and a fcol, 
*• But at cuffs I was always tlie cock of the fchool ; 
** I never could take to my book for the blood o'me. 
" And the puppy confefs'd he expe^ed no good o'me, 
" He caught me one morning coquetting his wife ; 
" But he mauPd me, I ne'er was fo maulM in my life : 

* Ofids, Plotarchs, Homers, See eifay on mcdetn education, 

»' So 



140 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

'^ So I took to the road, and, what's veiy odd, 
** The firft man I robb'd was a parfon by G— . 1 70 
** Now, Madam, you'll think it a ftrange thing to fayj 
**' But the fight or a book makes me iick to this day/' 

Never fince I was born did I hear fo much wit, 
Andj Madam, I laugh'd till I thought I ihould fplit^ 
So then you look'd fcomful, andfnift at the Dean, 
As who fhould fay, Now am IJkinny and lean f Fi'jCr 
But he durd not fo much as once open his lips. 
And the DoAor was plaguily down in the hips. 

Thus mercilefs Hannah ran on in her talk, 179 
Till ihe heard the Dean call. Will your Ladyjhip walk? 
Her Ladyfhip anfwcrs, Vrnjufl coming cUwn ; 
Then turning to Hannah, and forcing a frown, 
Although it was plain in her heart ihe was glad, 
Cry'd, Hufly, why fure the wench is gone mad : 
How could thcfe chimeras get into your brains ?— 185 
Come hither, and take this old gown for your painsi 
Diit the Dean, if this fecret fhould come to her ears. 
Will never have done with his jibes and his jeers : 
For your life not a word of the matter I charge ye : 
Give me but a barrack, a fig for the clergy. rpo 

An excellent new Ballad; or, The true 
English Dean * to be hanged for a 
Rape. 

Written in the year 1730. 

I. 

OUR brethren of England, who love us fo dear. 
And in all they do for us fo kindly do mean, 

•|- Nicknames for my Lady. 
• Sawbritlgc Dean of Fcracf. 

A bleffing 
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A bleffihgupon them ! have fent us this year, 

For the good of our church, a true EnglifliDean. 
A holier prieft ne'er was wraprup in crape ; 5 

The worft you can fay, he committed a rape. 

n. 

In his journey to Dublin, he lighted at Cheftcr, 

And there he grew fond' of another man^s wife > 
Burft into her chamber, and would have earefs'd 
her; 
But fhc valu*d her honour much more than her 
life. 10 

She buftled, and ftruggled, and made her efcapc 
To- a room full: of gueffs, for fear of a rape* 

IIL 
The Dean he purlu'd to recover his game ; 

And now to attack her again he prepares : 
But the company ftood in defence of the dame : 15 
Thej cudg^rd, and cuff'd him, and kick'd hiia^ 
down ftairs. 
His DeanfHipwas tiow in a damnable fcrape. 
And this- was no- time for committing a rape. 

IV.. 
To Dublin He comesr, to the bagnio he goes, 

And orders the landlord to bring him a whore ; 
No fcruple came on him his gown to expofe, ^ 2 1 

Twas what all his life he had pradHs'd before. 
He had made himfelf drunk with the juice of the 

grape. 
And got a good clap^. but committed no rape. 

The Dean and his landlord,, a jolly comrade> 25 
Refolv'd for a fortnight to fwim in delight ;. 

For why, they had both been brought up to the trade 
Of drinking all day, and of whoring all night. 

His landlord was ready his Deanfhip to ape 

In ev'iry debauch, but committing a rape. 30 

This Proteftant zealot, this Englifh divine. 

In church and in ftate was of principles found ; 
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Was truer than Steele to the Hanover line, 

And griev'd that a T017 fhould live above grou: 
Shall a fubjcft fo loyal be hang*d by thc'nape 
For no other crime, but committing a rape ? 

VII. 
By old Popifh canons, as wife men have penn'd '< 

Each prieft had a concubine, jure ecclejia ; 
Who'd be Dean of Femes without a commcndam 
And precedents We can produce, if it pleafe y 
Then why fhould the Dean, when whores arc 

cheap. 
Be put to the peril and toil of a rape ? 

Vlil. 
If Fortune fhould pleafe but to take fbch a crotcl 
(To thee I apply, great Smedley's fucccflbr). 
To give thee lawn fleeves, a mitre and fotchct, 
Whom would 'ft thou referable? I leave tin 
gueiTer ; 
Biit I only behold thee in AtEerton* ♦ fhape. 
For fodomy hang'd, as thou for a i^pe. 

IX- 
Ah! doftthou^notenvythebrave Cornel Chartix 
Condemned for thy crime at threefcore and t( 
To hang him all England would lend him their | 
tcrs ; 
Yet he lives, and is ready to ravifh again. 
Then throttle thyfelf with an ell of flrong tape. 
For thou haft not a groat to atone for a rape. 

X. 
The Dean he was vex'd, that his whores were 
willing : 
He long'd for a girl that would ftruggle and fqu 
He ravifh'd her fairly^ and fav'd a good (hilling 

But here was to pay the devil and all. 
His trouble and forrows now come in a heap, 
And hang'd he muft be for committing a rape. 

• A bifhop of Watcrford, fent from England a hundred 
ag-). 

f See abore. 



MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 143 

XL 
If maidens are ravifti'd, it is their own cKoice ; 

Why are they fo wilful to ftruggle with men ? 
If they would but lie quiet, and ftifle their voice. 

No devil nor dean could ravifh 'em then ; 
Nor would there be need of a ftrong hempen cape 65 
Ty'd round the Dean's neckfor committing a rape. 

XII. 
Our church and our ft.ite dear England maintains/ 

For which all true Proteftjfnts hearts fhould be 
glad ; 
She fends us our bifhops, and judges and deans ; 

And better would give us, if better fhe had, 7# 
But, Lord, how the rabble will ftare and will gape. 
When the good £ngli(h Dean is hang'd up for a rapel 

The Lady's Drtfling-room *. 
Written in the year 1730. 

Five hours (and who can do it lefs in ?)* 
By haughty Caclia fpent in dreffing ; 
The goddcfs from her chamber iffues, 
Array'd in lace, hrocades, and tiflues, 
Strephon, who found the room was void, 5 

Aiui Betty otherwife employ'd, 

* No charge has boen more frequently brooght againfl the Dean, 
or indeed more generally admitted, ihan that of coatfe indtJicacy, of 
wiiicb tbu poem is al\Aays produ:fd as an tnftance. Here then it is 
but ioilice to remark, that whenever he ofFends againfi delicacy, be 
teaches it ; he ftimolates the mind to fenfibility, to coned the faults 
of-habttual negligence; as pbydcians to cure a lethargy, ha\e re- 
courfe to a blifter. And though it may reafonably be 'uppofed, that 
few Eoglilh ladles leave fnch a drefling-room as Cselia's, yer many 
may baire given fuffiiient caofe for n minding them, that very foon 
afVer dt-fire has been gratified, the utmoft delicacy becomes neceiLry 
to prevem di^gud. 
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Stole in, and took a ftriA furvey 

Of all the litter as it lay : 

Whereof, to make the matter dear. 

An inventory foUows here. jo 

And, firft, a dirty fmock appeared. 
Beneath the arm- pits well befmear'd ; 
Strephon, the rogue, difplay'd it wide. 
And turn'd it round on ev'ry fide : 
In fuch a cafe few words ar« beft, 15 

And Strephon bids us guefs the reft ; 
But fwears how damnably the men lie 
In calling Celiafweet and cleanly. 

Now liften, while he next produces 
The various combs for various ufes ; '20 

Fill'd up with dirt fo clofely fixt. 
No brufk could force a way betwixt ; 
A pafte of compofition rare. 
Sweat, dandriff, powder, lead, and hain 
A forehead cloth, with oil upon't, 25 

To fmooth the wrinkles on her front : 
Here allum-flower to ftop the fteams 
Exhal'd from four unfav'ry ftreams ; 
Their night-gloves made of Tripfey's hide^ 
Bequeathed by Tripfey when fhe dy'd 30 

With puppy-water, beauty's help,- 
Diftill'd from Tripfey's darling whelp. 
Here galley-pots and vials place'd. 
Some fiird with wafhes, fome with pafte ; 
Some with pomatums, paints and flops, 35 

And ointments good for fcabby chops. 
Hard by a filthy bafon ftands, 
Foul'd with the fcouring of her hands; 
The bafon takes whatever comes. 
The fcrapings from her teeth and gums. 40 

A nafty compound of all hues. 
For here ihe ipits and here ihe fpues. 

But 
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But oh ! it tum'd poor Strephon's bowels. 
When he beheld and fmelt the towels, 
Begumm'd, bemattcr'd, and beflim'd, 45 

With dirt, and fweat, and car-wax grini'd. 
No object Strephon's eye efcapes ; 
Her petticoats in frowzy heaps ; 
Nor be the handkerchiefs forgot, 
All varnifh'd o'er with fnuff and fnot, ' 56 

The ftockings why fhould I expofe. 
Stain 'd with the moifture of her toes ; 
Or greafy coifs, or pinners reeking. 
Which Caelia flept at leaft a week in ? 
A pair of tweezers next he found, ^5 

To pluck her brows in arches round ; 
Or hairs that fink tl|e forehead low. 
Or on her chin like briftles grow. 

The virtues we muft not let pafs 
Of C?elia's magnifying glafs ; 60 

When frighted Strephon caft his eye on't, 
It fhew'd the vifage of a giant : 
A glafs that can to fight difclofe 
Tlie fmalleft worm in Celia's nofe. 
And faithfully direct her nail 65 

To fqueezc it out from head to tail ; 
For catch it nicely by the head. 
It muft come out alive or, dead. 

Why, Strephon, will you tell the reft ; 
And muft you needs defcribe the chcft ? '']o 

That carelefs wench ! no creature warn her 
To move it out from yonder corner ; 
But leave it ftanding full in fight^ 
For you to exercife your fpite ? 
In vain the workman ihew.'d his wit, y t; 

With rings and hinges counterfeit. 
To make it feem in tliis difguife 
A cabinet to vulgar eyes, 

VoL.VIIJ. N -Which 
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Which StrephoQ vcntur'd to look in, 

Rcfolv'd to go through thick and thin. 8ft 

He lifts the lid : there needs no more. 

He fmelt it all the time before. 

As from within Pandora's box, 
When Epimetheus opc'd the lock$> 
A fudden univerfal crew 85 

Of human evils upward flew ; 
He ft ill was comforted to find 
That hope at laft remaind behind : 
So Strcphon lifting up the lid, 
To view what in Ac cheft was hid, 90 

The vapours flew from out the vent ; 
But Strephon, cautious, nevcar meant 
The bottom of the pan to grope. 
And foul his hands in fearch of hope. 

O ! ne'er may fuch a vile machine 95 

Be once in Celiacs chamber fccn ! 
O ! may fhe better learn to keep 
Thofe " fecrets of the hoary deep* !" 

As mutton cutlets, prime of meat f , 
Which, tho' with art you fait and beat;, - «oo 

As laws of cookery require. 
And roaft them at the cleareft jSrc ; 
If from adown J the hopeful dhops. 
The fat upon a cinder drops. 

To ftinking fmokc it turns the flame, 105 

Pois'nin^ the flefh from whence it came. 
And vp exhales a greafy ftench, 
For which you curie the carclefs wench : 
So things which muft not be expreft. 
When plumpt into the reeking chefl: a 10 



• Milton. 

'f Primo virornm. 

X Via. D nD 's.,works, and N. P— *y'«. 
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Send up an excremental fmell, 
To taint the parts from whence they fell ;. 
'ITie petticoats and gown perfume, 
And waft a ftmk round ev'ry room. 

Thus fiuiihing his grand fiirvey, U J" 

The fwam difguHcd flunk away ; 
hepeating in his am'rous fits, 
" Oh ! C'^lia, C:elia, Cailia fh .!• 

But vengeance, goddefs never fleeping. 
Soon punifli'd Strephon for his peeping : lie 

His foul imagination links 
Each dame he fees with all her Itinks }. 
And, if unfav'ry odours fly. 
Conceives a lady {landing by. 

All women his dcfcription fits, la^^ 

And both ideas jump like wits ; 
By vicious fancy coupled faftj 
And ftill appearing in contraft. 

I pity wretched Strephon, blind 
To ail the charms of womankind. 136 

Should I the queen of love refufe, 
Becaufe flie rofe from /linking ooze ? 
To him that looks behuid the fcenc, 
Statira's but fome pocky qucen^. . 

When Caelia all her glory fhows, 135 

If Strephon would bnt ilop his noi'e. 
Who now fo impioufly blafphemcs ' r 
Her ointments, daubs, and paints, and creams, 
Her wafhcsj flops, and every clout. 
With which. he makes fo foul a rout ; I4# 

He foon will learn to think like me. 
Arid blefs his ravifh'd eyes to fee 
Such order from confufion fprung. 
Such gaudy tulips rais'd from dung^^ 

N 2. TYfc 
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The Power of Time *. 

Written in the year 1730. 

TF neither brafs nor marble can withftand 
•*' The mortal force of Time's deftniftivc hand ; 
If mountains fink to vales, if cities die, 
And lefs'nin^ rivers mourn their fountains dry : 
When my old cafibck' (faid a Wclfti divine) j 

' Is out at elbows, why fhould I repine ? 

The Revolution at Market-hill» 

Written in the year 1730. 

TJ^Rom diftant regions Fortune fends 

•■• An odd triumvirate of friends ; 

Where Phoebus pays a fcanty ftipcnd, . 

Where never yet a codling ripen'd : 

Hither the frantic goddefs draws 5 

Three fuff'rers in a ruin'd caufe : 

By faction banifli'd here unite, 

A Dean *, a Spaniard f , and a Knight :t^ ; 

Unite, but on conditions cruel ; 

The Dean and Spaniard find it too well: 10 

C'ondemn'd to live in fervice hard ; 

On either fide his Honour's guard, 



♦ Scarron bath written a larger poem on the fame fnbjeft* 

• The airhor. 

■f Col. Harry L-flie, who fervcd and lived long in Spain, 
t Sir Arthur Achefoa, 

The 
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The Dean to guard his honour's back, 

Muft build a caftle at Drumlack || ; 

The Spaniard, fore againft his will, 15 

Muft raife a fort at Market-hill, 

And thus the pair of humbfe gentry 

At north and fouch are pofted centry ; 

While in this lordly caftle fixt 

The knight triumphant reigni betwixt ; . 20 

And what the wretches moft refent. 

To be his flaves muft pay him rent j 

Attend him daily as their chief. 

Decant his wine, and carve his beef. 

Oh, Fortune ! 'tis a fcandal for thee 25 

To fmile on thofe who are leaft worthy : 

Weigh but the merits of the three. 

His Saves have ten times more than he. 

Proud Baronet of Nova Scotia ! 
The Dean and Spaniard muft reproach yc : 30 

Of their two fames the world enough rings ; 
Where are thy fervices and fuff'Yings ? 
What if for nothing once you kift, 
Againft the grain, a monarch's fift i 
What if among the courtly tribe 35 

You loft a place, and fav'd-a brihe ? 
And then in furly mood came here 
To fifteen hundred pounds a-year. 
And fierce againft the Whigs harangu'd ? 
You never ventured to be hang'd, 40 

How dare you treat your betters thus ? 
Are you to be campar'd with us ? 

Come, Spaniard, let us from our farms , 
Call forth our cottagers to arms j 



I The Iriih name of a farm the Dean tpok, and was ta bnlld on, 
but changed his mind. He called it Dj:apicr's Hill. Vide the 
pociD fo called, p, 132. 

N J Our 
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Our forces let us both unite. 

Attack the foe at left and right. " 

From Market-hiH's exahed head, 

Full northward let your troops be led r 

While I from Drapier^s mount defcendj 

And to the ibuth my fquadrons bend. 

New-river walk with friendly fhade 

8hall keepi my hoft in ambufcade ; . 

yrhile you, n*omi where the bafon ftands> 

Shall fcale the rampart with your bands. 

Nor need we doubt the fort to win ; 

I hold intelligence within. 

True, Lady Anne no danger fears. 

Brave as the Upton fan flbe wears ; 

Then left upon our firft attack 

Her valiant arm ihould force us back. 

And we of all our hopes depriv'd ; 

I have a ftratagem contrived. 

By thefe embroidered high-hecrd (hoes 

She fhall be caught as in a noofe ; 

So well contriv'd her toes to pinch. 

She'll not have power to ftir an inch : 

Thefe gaudy fhoes muft Hannah * place 

Dire^ before her Lady's place ; 

The Ihocs put on our faithful port'refs 

Admits us in to ftorm the fort'refs ; 

While tortur'd Madam bound remains. 

Like Montezume in golden chains^ 

Or like a cat with walnuts fliod. 

Stumbling at ev^ry ftep flie trod. 

Sly hunters thus, in Borneo's ifle. 

To catch a monkey by a wile, 

The mimic animal amufe ; 

They place before him gloves and fhoes j 

Which when the brute puts awkward on. 

All his agility is gone : 

* My Lady's waiting- maid. 
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Ih.vain to friik or climb he trie*; 
The huntfmen feize the grinning prize. 

But let us, en our firft aflauk. 
Secure the larder and the vault : 
The valiant Dennis * you muft fix on, . 85 

And rU engage with Peggy Dixon f ; 
Then if we once can feize the key 
And cheftj that keeps my Lady's tea, 
They muft furrender. at difcretion : 
And foon as we have gain'd pofiefiion, . p^ 

We'll aft as other conq'rors do. 
Divide the realm between us two : 
Then (let me fee) we'll make th« Knight 
Our clerk, . for he can read and write ; 
But muft not think, I. tell him that, . 95 . 

Like Lorimer I to wear his hat ; , 
Yet, when we dine without a friend, 
We'll place him at the lower end. 
Madam, whole ikill does all in drefs ilie^ 
May ferve to wait on Mrs. Leflie ; io« 

But left it might not be fa proper. 
That her own maid "flioiild overtop her ; . 
To mortify the creature more, , 
We'll take her heels five inches low'r. . 

For Hannah, when we have no need of her, 1 05 
Twill be our int'reft to get rid of her : . 
And when we execute our plot, 
Tis bcft to hang her on the fpot ; 
As all your politicians wife 
Difpatch the rogues on whom they riie^ 1 1 o 

• The butler^ f The bcnfekeeper. % The agent. 



TRAU. 
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T R A U L U S- 

A Dialogue between Tom and Robin* 

The First Part. 

Written in the Year X730» 

Tom. Q AY, Robin, wbsrt can Traulus mcar» 
*^ By belPwing thus againfl the Dean ? 
Why does he call him paltry fcribbler, 
Papift,. and Jacobite, and lib'ler ? 
Yet cannot prove a fingle faft ? j 

Robin. Forgive him, Tom, his head is crackt. 

Tom. What mifchief can the Dean have done him. 
That Traulus calls for vengeance on him ? 
Why muft he fputter, fpawl, and flaver it 
In vain againft the people's fav'rite ? lo 

Revile that nation-faving paper. 
Which gave the Dean the name of Draper ? 

Rol^in, Why, To<b, I think the cafe is plaiii. 
Party and fpleen have turn'd his brain, 

Tom. Such friendfhip never man profefs'd, ij 
The Dean was never fo carefs'd ; 
For Traulus long has rancour nurft. 
Till, God knows why, at laft it burft. 
That clumfy outfide of a porter, 
How could it thus conceal a courtier ? 2Q 

Robin. I own, appearances are bad ; 
Yet ftill infift the man is mad. 

Tom. 
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Tom. Yet many a wretch in bedlam knows 
How to diftinguifh friends from foes ; 
And though perhaps among the rout, 25 

He wildly flings his filth about ; 
He ftill has gratitude and fap'encc, 
To fpare the folks that give hin ha'pence ; 
Nor in their eyes at random pifles, 
But turns afidc, like mad Ulyfles : 3d 

While Traulus all his ordure fcatters, 
To foul the man he chiefly flatters. 
Whence come thefe inconliftent fits ? 

Rotin. Why, Tom, the man has loft his wits, 

Tom, Agreed : and yet when Towzer fnaps 35 
At people's heels with frothy chaps ; 
Hangs down his head and drops his tail. 
To fay he's mad will not avail : 
The neighbours all cry, *' Shoot him dead 
** Hang, drown, or knock him on the head," 40 
So Traulus when he firft harangu'd, 
I wonder why he was not hang'd ; 
For of the two, without difpute, 
Towzer's the lefs ofitnfivc brute. 

R<^in. Tom, you miftake the matter quite ; 45 
Your barking curs will feldom bite ; 
And though you hear him ftut-tut-tut ter. 
He barks as fa ft as he can utter. 
He prates in fpite of all impediment. 
While none believes, that what he faid he meant ; 50 
Puts in his finger and his thumb 
To grope for words, and out they come. 
He calls you rogue ; there's nothing in it. 
He fawns upon you in a minute : 

" Begs leave to rail, but d n his blood, 55 

" He only meant it for your good : 
" His fricndfliip was exaftly tim'd, 
** He fliot before your foes were prim'd, 
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*' By this contrivance, Mr. Dean, 

" By G— ril bring you off as clean" * 

Then let him ufc you e'er fo rough, 
•« 'Twas all for love,'* and that's enough. 
But though he fputter through a feffion. 
It never makes the leaft impreflion : 
Whatever he fpeaks for madncfs goes. 
With no effect on friends or foes. 

Tom, The fcrubbierf cur in all the pack 
Can fet the maftiiF on your back. 
I own, his madnefs is a jefl, 
If that were all. But he's poflcft. 
Incarnate with a thoufand imps, 
To work whofe ends his madnefs pimps ; 
Who o'er each Aring and wire preiide. 
Fill ev*ry pipe, each motion guide y 
Dircfting cv'ry vice we find 
In fcripturc to the devil afiign'd ; 
Sent from the dark infernal region^ 
In him they lodge, and make him legion. 
Of brethren he*s a falfe accufer ; 
A fland'rer, traitor, and feducer ; 
A fawning, bafe, trepanning liar '^ 
The marks peculiar of his fire. 
Or grant him but a dron€ at beft^. 
A drone cah raife a hornet's neft. 
The Dean hath felt their ftings before ; 
And mufV their malice ne'er give o'er ? 
Still fwarm and buzz about his nofe ? 
But Ireland's friends ne'er wanted foes. 
A patriot is a dang'rous poft> 
When wanted by his country mcft ;. 
Perverfely comes in evil timeS) 
Where ;virtues ai'c imputed crimen. . 



* This is the ufual excuic q$ TrauliK, when he abufcs y 
others without provocation. 
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His guilt is clear, the proofs are pregnant ; 
A traitor to the vices regnant. 

What fpirit, fince the world began, 95 

Could always bear to ftrive with man ? 
Which God pronounce*d he never wou*d. 
And foon convince'd them by a flood. 
Yet ftill the Dean on freedom raves ; 
His fpirit always ftrives with flaves, lo© 

Tis time at laft to fpare his ink. 
And let them rot, or hang, or £Lnk. 

T R A U L U S^ 

The Second Part. 
"Written in the year 1730^ 

n^Raiilus oF amphibious breed, 
"■• Motley fruit of mungrel feed : 
By the dam from lordlings fprung, 
Bv the fire exhaPd from dung ; 
Think on ev'ry vice in both, 5 

Look on him, and fee their growth. 

View him on the mother's fide, 
Fiird with falfehood, fpleen, and pride ; 
Pofitive and over- bearing. 

Changing ftill, and ftill adhering ; 10 

Spiteful, peevifli, rude, untoward, 
Fierce in tongue, in heart a coward ; 
When his friends he moft is hard on. 
Cringing comes to beg their pardon ; 
Reputation ever tearing, 15 

Ever deareft friendlhip fwcaring ; 
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Judgement weak, and paffion ftrong. 

Always various, always wrong : 

Provocation never waits, 

Where he loves, or where he hates ; 2€ 

Talks whatever comes in his head ; 

Wifhes it were all unfaid. 

Let me now the vices trace, 
From the father*s fcoundrel race. 
Who could give the looby fuch airs ? 25 

Were they mafons, were they butchers ? 
Herald, lend the mufe an anfwer 
From his ctavus and grandfire : 
This was dex'trous at his trowel, 
That was bred to kill a cow well : 30 

Hence the greafy clumfy mien 
In his drefs and figure leen ; 
Hence the mean and forded foul. 
Like his body, rank and foul ; 
Hence that wild fufpicious peep, 35 

Like a rogue that ideals a llieep ; 
Hence he learned the butcher's guile, 
How to cut your throat and fmile ; 
Like a butcher doom'd for life 
In his mouth to wear his knife : 4« 

Hence he draws his daily food 
From his tenants vital blood. 

Laftly, let his gifts be try'd 
Borrowed from the mafon*s fide : 
Some perhaps may think him able 4; 

In the ftate to build a Babel ; 
Could we place him in a ftation 
To deftroy the old foundation. 
True indeed, I fliould be gladder, 
Could he learn to mount a ladder, 50 

May he at his latter end 
Mount alive, and dead defcend ! 



In 
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In him tell me which prevail. 
Female vices moft, or male ? 
What produced him, can you tell ? 55 

Human race, or imps of hell ? 

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 

To Betty the Gkizette. 

Written in the year 1730, 

r\ Ueen of virit and beauty, Betty ! 

^"^^^ever may thc^ mufe forget yc : 

How thy face charms cv*ry {hejpherdj 

Spotted over like a leopard ; 

And, thy freckled neck difplay'd, 5 

Envy breeds in ev'ry maid. 

Like a fly-blown cake of tallow. 

Or on parchment ink tum*d yellow. 

Or a tawny fpeckled pippin 

Shrivel'd with ^ winter^s keeping. 10 

And, thy beauty thus difpatch'd. 
Let me praife thy wit unmatched. 

Sets of phrafes, cut and dry. 
Evermore thy tongue fiipply. 

And thy memory is loaded 15 

With old fcraps firom plays exploded : 
Stock'd with repartees and jokes. 
Suited to all Clurkflian folks ; 
Shreds of wig and fenfelefs rhymes, 
Blundered out a thoufand times. 20 

Nor wilt thou of gifts be fparing. 
Which can ne'er be worfe for wearing, 
Picking wit among collegians, 
In the playhoufe upper regions ; 

VoL.Vra. O Where 
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Where, in cightccn-pchny gaU'ry, z^ 

Irifh nymphs learn LrifhraillVy : 
But thy merit is thy felling, 
And thy raillery is raiUng. 

Thus with talents well eiKlu*il 
To be fcurrilous and rude ; 30 

"When you pertly raife your fnout. 
Fleer, and gibe, and l^sgh, and flout : 
This among Hibernian afles, 
For (lieer wit and humour paiFes. 
Thus indulgent Chloe bit, 35 

Swears you have a world of wit. 



DEATH and DAPHNE*. 

To an agreeable young lady, but extremely 
lean. 

Written in the year 1730. 

TTvEath went upon a iblemn day 

•*^ At Pluto's hall his court to pay : 

The phantom, having ihumbly kift 

His grifly monarch's iooty fift, 

Prefented him the weekly bills 5 

Of do£tors, fevers, plagues, and ptlk, 

Pluto obferving fince the peace, 

The burial ai-ticle decreafe : 

And vex'd to fee affairs mifcarry, 

Declared in council, Death muft marry : . 10 

Vow'd he no longer could fupport 

Old batchelors about his court: 

* S«e an anecdote relating to this lady, vol. 7. p. iic. 

The 



MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. ijj- 

The int'reft of his realm had need ; 

That death fhould get a numerous breed ; 

Young deathlings, who, by praftice made 15 

Proficient in their father's trade, 

With colonies might ftock around 

His large dominions under ground. 

A confult of coquets below 
Was caird to rig him out a beau : it 

Erom her own head Megara takes 
A periwig of twifted fnakes ; 
Which in the niceft fafhion curl'd, 
(Like toupees * o£ this upper world). 
With flow'r of fulphur powder 'd well,. 25 

That graceful on lus fhoulders fell. 
An adder of the faUe kind. 
In line dire A, hung down behind. 
The owl, the raven, and the bat, 
Clubb'd for a feather to his hat ; 30 

Uis coat, an usurer's velvet pall. 
Bequeathed to Pluto, corpfe and all. 
But loath his perfon to expofe 
Bare, like a carcafe pickM by crows; 
A lawyer o'er his hands and face 35 

Stuck artfully a parchment cafe. 
No new^flux'd rake fhew'd fairer ikin : 
Nor Phi His after lying in. 
With fnuffwas fill'd his ebon box. 
Of fhin-bones rotted by the pox. 40 

Nine fpirits of blafpheming fops 
"With aconite anoint his chops ; 
And give him words of dreadful founds, 
G"d d — n his blood, and b — d and w— ds. 

Thus furnifh'd out, he fent his train 45 

To take a houfe in Warwick-lane : 



The periwigs now in iaikion are fo called* 

Oj The 
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The fiaculty, his humble friends, 
A complimental meflage fends : 
Their preiident in fcarlet gown 
Harangu'd, and weicom'd him to town* 

But death had hus'nefs to difpatch ; 
His mind was running on his match. 
And, hearing much of Daphne^s fame, 
HisMajefty of tcrro« came, 
Fine as a col'nel of the guards. 
To vifit where Ihe fat at cards. 
She, as he came into the room. 
Thought him Adonis in' his bloom. 
And now her heart with pleafure jumps j 
She fcarce remembers what is trumps ; 
For fuch a fhape of ikin and bone 
Was never feen except her own : 
Charm 'd with his eyes, and chin, and fnout. 
Her pocket ;glafs drew flily out ; 
And grew eriamour'd with her phiz. 
As juft the counterpart of his. 
She darted many a pnvate glance, 
And freely made the frrft advance \ 
Was of her beauty grown fo vain. 
She doubted not to win the fwain : 
Nothing, flic thought, could fooner gain hir 
Than with her wit to entertain him. 
She afk'd about her friends below; 
This meagre fop, that batter'd beau : 
Whether fonie late departed toafts 
Had got gallants among the ghofts ? 
If Chloe were a fliarper ftill 
As great as ever at quadrille ? 
(The ladies there muft needs be rooks. 
For cards, we know, are Pluto's books) ; 
If Florimel had found her love, 
For whom flie hang'd herfelf above ? 
How oft a week was kept a ball 
By Proferpine at Pluto's hall ? 
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She fency'd thofe Elyfian fliades B5 

The fwectcft place for mafquerades ? 
How pkafant oh the banks of Styx^ 
To troll it in a coach and fix ! 

What pride a female heart inflames ! 
How endlefs are ambitious aims ! <;• 

Ceafe, haughty nymph ; the fates decree 
Death muft not be. a fpoufe for tHee : 
For when, by chance, the meagre Ihadc 
Upon thy hand his finger laid. 
Thy hand as dry and cold as lead^ 9y 

Hi^ matrimonial fpirit fled ; 
He felt about his heart a damp, 
That quite extinguifli'd Cupid*s lamp : 
Away the frighted fpeftrc feuds, 
And leaves my Lady in the fuds. 100 



On STEPHEN DUCK, the Thkeshfh^. 
and favourite Poet. 



A OyiBBLING EPIGRAM. 
Written in the yeaf 1730. 

THE threfher Dtick could o'er the Queen pre-^ 
vail. 
The proverb fays, <* No fence againft a flail." 
From threfhing corn he turns to threfh his brains 5 
For which her Majefty allows him grains. 
Though *tis confefsM, that thofe who ever faw 5 
His poems^ think them all not worth a Araw ! 

O 3 'ihricc 
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Thrice happy Duck, employed in threflibg ftubt 
Thy toil is kflin^d, and thy profits double. 

A PANEGYRIC on the Dean, in t 

perfon of a Lady in the north*. 

Written in the year 1730. 

'n Efolv'd my gratitude to (how, 

•*^ Thrice Reverend Dean, for all I*ow, 

Too long I have my thanks delay 'd 5 

Your favours left too long unpaid ; 

But now, in all our {cx*s name. 

My artlefs mufe ihall fing your fame^ 

Indulgent you to female kind. 
To all the weaker fides are blind ; 
Nine more fuch champions as the Dean 
Would foon reftore our ancient reign. 
How well to win the ladies hearts, 
You celebrate their wit and parts ! 
How have I felt my fpirit rais'd, 
By you fo oft, fo highly prais'd ! 
Transformed, by your convincing tongue. 
To witty, beautiful and young. 
I hope to quit that aukward fhame 
Affefted by each vulgar dame. 
To modcfty a weak pretence ; 
And foon grow pert on men of fenfe : 
To fhew my face with fcornful air, 
JLet others match it, if they dare, 



• The Lady of Sir Arthur Achcfoa. 

Impatic 
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. Impatient to be out of debt, 
0, may I never oace forget 

The bard, Avho liumbly deigns to chufe 2 J 

Me for the fubje£l of hi& mufc. 
Behind my ba£k, before my nofc, 
lie founds my pi al£e in verle and profe. 

My heart widi emuUtioix burns 
To make you fuitahle returns ;. ya 

My gratitude the wodd fhall know ; 
And, fee, the printer s boy below : 
Ye hawkers all, your voices lift ; 
A panegyric on Dean Swift ; 
And then, to mend the matter ftill, 35 

By Lady Anne of Market hill * . 

I thus begin : My grateful niufe 
Salutes the Dean in different views j 
l>ean, butler, ufher, jefter, tutor, 
Robert and Derby's \ coadjutor : 40 

And as you in conunilBlion fit. 
To rule the dairy next to Kit %. 

In each capacity I mean 
To fing your praife. And firft as Dean . 
Envy mull own, you underftand your 45 

Precedence, andfupport your grandeur : 
Nor of your rank will bate an ace. 
Except to give Dean Daniel place. 
In you fuch dignity appears ; 

So fuited to your ftate and years ! 50 

With ladies what a ftrift decorum ! 
With what dev.otion you adore 'em ! 
Treat me with (a much complaifance, 
As fits a princefs in romance ! 

• A viihge near Sir Arthur Achefon's hox\fc, -where the au- 
thor pafled tW3 fummerv. 

'f The names or two overfecrSt 
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By your example andaffiftance, ;( 

The fellows learn to know their diftancc,. 

Sir Arthur, Ante you fet the pattern. 

No longer calls me fnipe and flattem ; 

Nor dares he, though he were a Duke^ 

Offend me with the leaft rebuke. 6a 

Proceed we to your preaching | next : 
How nice you fplit the hardeft text ! 
How your fuperior learning ihines 
Above our neighboring duu divines f 
At Beggar's Opera • not fo full pit 65. 

Is feen, as when you mount our pulpit; 

Confider now your converfation : 
Regardful of your age and ftation. 
You ne'er was known by paiEon ftirr'dj. 
To give the leaft offenfive word ; jcf 

But ftill whene'er you filence breaks 
Watch ev'ry fyllable you fpeak : 
Your ftyle fo clear, and fo concifc. 
We never alk to hear you twice. 
But then a parfon fo genteel, 7J> 

So nicely clad from head to heel; 
So fine a gown, a band fo clean, 
As well becomes St. Patrick's Dean ; 
Such reverential awe exprcfs. 

That cow-boys know you by your drefs ! So 

Then, if our neighboring friends come here. 
How proud are we when you appear. 
With fuch addrefs and graceful port. 
As clearly fhews you bred at court I 

Now raife your fpirits, Mr Dean. S^ 

I lead you to a nobler fccne ; 



ji The author preached bat oiice while he wat there. 
• A pl.iy wri.tcQ by Mr, Gay, 



Wlxcn 
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When to the vault you walk in flate, 

la quality of butler's f mate : 

Vou next to :|: Dennis bear che fway : 

To you we often iruft the key : 90 

Nor can he judge with all his art 

So well, what bottle holds a quart r 

What pints may beft for bottles pafsy 

Juft to give ev'ry man his glafs : 

When proper to produce the beft ; 95 

And what may ferve a common gueft. 

With Dennis you did ne'er combine, 

Not you, to fteal your mafter*s wine ;. 

Bicept a bottle now and then, 

To welcome brother ferving-men ;• 100 

But that is with a good delign, 

To drink Sir Arthur's health and mine ; 

Your znafter's honour to maintain^ 

And get the like returns agaifi.n 

f- Tour uflicr's • poiUriiniflr next be handled : rotf 
How bleft am I by fuch a man led ! 
Under whofe wife and careful guardihip 
i BOW defpHe fatigue and hardfliip : 
Familiar grown to dirt and wety 
Though daggled round, I fcorn to ft-et r 11^' 

From you my chamber-damfels learn 
My broken hofe to patch and darn.- 

Now as a jefter I accoft you ; 
Which never yet one friend has loft you. 
You judge fo nicely to a hair, ri^ 

How far to go, and when to fpare. 
By long experience grown fo wife^ 
Otf ev'ry tafte to know the fize. 



f He rometimes vfed to dIreA tb« butler. 

t The butler. 

* He ibmetimes ufed to walk with the Lady. 



Tke.tt.\ 
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There's noni. fo igaorant or weak 
To take offence at what you fpeak ft 
Whene'er you joke, 'tis ail a cafe 
Whether with Dermot, or his Grace ; 
With Teague o' Murphy, or an Eai-1^: 
A Duchels or a kitchen girl. 
With fuch dexterity you fit 
Their feveral talents with your wit, 
T.hat Moll the chamberx&aid can (moke^r. 
And Gahagan :J: take cv'ry joke. 

I now become your humble fuitor 
To let me praife you as my tutor *.. 
Poor I, a lavage bred and born,. 
By you inftrufted ev'ry morn. 
Already have improv'd To welli- 
That I have almoft learn 'd to {ptlit t 
The neighbours who come here tg dioe^^ 
Admire to hear me fpeak fo fine. 
How envioufly the ladies look. 
When they furprife me at my book! 
And, fure as they're alive, at night,: 
As foon as gone, will (how their fpight : 
Good Lord ! what can my Lady mean, 
Converfing with that rufty Dean ! 
She's grown fo nice, and fo penurious f , 
With Socrates and Epicurius. 
How could fhe fit the live long day. 
Yet never aik us once to play ? 

But I admire your patience moft»- 
iTiat when I'm duller than a poft. 
Nor can the plaineft word pronounce, 
You neither fume, nor fret, nor flounce ; 

+ The neighbouring }adies were no great anderOaoders of ra 
J The clowathat cut down the old thorn at Market- H.Il. 
• In bad weather the author ufed to dire&my Lady in herrej 
f Ignorant ladies often miftake the word penurious for nic 
daint). 



liOSCELLANIES IN VERSE. 167 

Are fd indulgent, and fo mild. 

As if I were a darling child, 

JSo gentle is your whole proceeding. 

That I could fpend my life in reading. 

You merit new employments daily : 1 55 

Ourthatcher, ditcher, gard'ner, baily. 
And to a genius fo extenlive. 
No work is grievous or oficnfivc ; 
Whether your fruitful fancy lies 
To make for pigs convenient ftyes; 160 

Or ponder long, with anxious thought, 
7 o baniili rats that haunt our vault : 
Nor have you grumbled, Rev 'rend Dean, 
To keep our poultry fwect and clean ; 
To fweep the manlion-houfe they dwell in, 1 65 
And cure the rank unfav'ry fmelling. 

Now enter as the dairy handmaid : 
Sttch charming butter ♦ never man made. 
Let others, with £anatic face. 
Talk of their milk for babes of grace ; 1 f% 

From tubs their fnufiling nonfenfe utter : 
Thy milk (hall make us tubs of butter. 
The bifliop with his foot may bum it f , 
But with his hand the Dean can chum it. 
How are the fervants overjoy 'd 175 

To fee thy Deanfhip thus employed ! 
Inftead of poring on a book, 
Providing butter for the cook f 
Three morning-hours you tofs and fhake 
The bottle till your fingers ake : 1 80 

Hard is the toil, nor fmall the art, 
The butter frcrni the whey to part ; 

• A way of making butter for break faft, by filling a bottle with 
cream, and (baking it till the butter comes. 

t ft is a common faying, when the milk burns, that the devil or 
the bi/hop has fet his foot 'in it, the devil baviug been called bifhop of 
hell. See a fatirc on the Irifli bifliops, faid to have been firft print- 
ed ia Foj*8 journal. 
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Behold a frothy fubftance rife ; 

Be cautious, or your bottle flics. 

The butter comes, our fears are ccas'd ; 185 

And out you fqueeze an ounce at leaft. 

Your Rev'rence thus, with like fuccefs, 
(Nor is your ikill or labour lefs)^ 
When bent upon fomc fcnart lampoon. 
Will tofs and turn your brain till noon ; 190 

Which in its jumblings round the fcull 
Dilates, and makes the veilel full : 
While nothing comes but froth at firft. 
You think your giddy head will burft : 
But fqueezing out four lines in rhyme, 195 

Are largely paid for all your time. 

But you have rais'd your gen'rous mind 
To works of more exalted kind. 
Palladio was not half fo ikiiPd in 
The gramteur of the art of building 200 

Two temples of magnific fize 
Attract the curious traveler's eyes. 
That might be envy'd by the Greeks, 
Rais*d up by you in twenty weeks : 
Here, gentle goddefs Cloacine, 2c 5 

Receives all off Vings at her fhrine. 
In fep'rate cells the he's and flie's 
Here pay their vows with bended knees ; 
For 'tis profane when fexes mingle ; 
And ev'ry nymph muft enter lingle, 2ie 

And when fhe feels an inward motion, 
Come fiird with rev'rence and devotion. 
The bafhful maid, to hide her blufh. 
Shall creep no more behind a bufli ; 
Here unobferv'd Ihe boldly goes, 215 

As who fhould fay, to pluck a rofe. 

Ye who frequent this hallow'd fccne. 
Be not ungrateful to the Dean ; 

I But 
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But duly, ere you leave your ftation, 

Offer to him a pure ltbation> 2:0 

Or of his own, or Smedley's • lay. 

Or billetdoux*s, or lock of hay : 

And, O ! may all who hither come, 

Return with unpolluted thumb. 

Yet when your lofty domes I praifc, 225 

I figh to think of ancient days. 
Permit me then to raife my ftylc, 
And fweetly moralize a while. 

Thee, bounteous goddefs Cloacine, 
To temples why do we confine ? 230 

Forbid in open air to breathe, 
Why are thine altars fix'd bcneaih ? 

When Saturn ruPd the ikies alone, 
(That golden age to gold unknown). 
This earthly globe to thee aflign'd 235 

Received the gifts of all mankind. 
Ten thoufand altars fmoking round 
Were built to thee, with offerings crown'd : 
And here thy daily vot'ries place 'd 
Their facrificc with zeal and hafte i 240 

The margin of a purling ftream 
Sent up to thee a grateful fteam : 
(Though fometimes thou wert pleas'd to wink. 
If Naiads fwept them from the brink) : 
Or where appointing lovers rove, 245 

The fhelter of a fliady grove ; 
Or offer'd in fome flow'iy vale. 
Were wafted by a gentle gale. 
There many a flow'r abilerfive grew, 
Thy fav'rite flowVs of yellow hue ! 25* 

The crocus and the dklfodil. 
The cowflip foft and fwcet jonquil. 

- • See his character below, P« <73^* 

VOL.VIII. P ^t.x. 
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•But when atlaft ufurping Jotc 
Old Saturn from his empire drove,; 
Then Gluttony with greafy paws ^55 

Her napkin pinn*d up to her jaws. 
With wat'ry chaps, and wagging chin. 
Brace'd like a drum her oily Ikin ; 
Wedg'd in a fpacious elbow-chair, " 
And on her plate a treble ihare. 260 

As if (he ne'er could have enough. 
Taught harmlefs man to cram and ftuff. 
She fcnt her prieft in wooden flioes 
From haughty Gaul to make ragoos ; 
Indeed of wholfome bread and cheefe. 265 

To cjfrefs their foops and frigaflees ; 
And, for our home-bred British cheer. 
Botargo, catfup, and caveer. 

This bloated harpy, fprung from hell. 
Con fin 'd thee, goddefs, to a cell; 270 

Sprung from her womb that impions line, 
Contemners of thy rites divine. 
Firffc, lolling Sloth in woollen cap 
Taking her after-dinner nap ; 
Pale Dropfy with a fallow face, 27 J 

Her belly burft, and flow her pace : 
And lordly Gout wrapt up in fur : 
And wheezing Afthma, loath to ftir. 
Volupiiw)us.Eafe, the child of Wealth, 
Infedlingthus our hearts by ftealth ; 2^ 

None feek thee now in open air, 
To thee no verdant altars rear ; 
But in their cells and vaults oblcenc 
Prcfcnt a facrilice unt:lean ; 

From whence unfav'ry vapours rofe, 265 

OfFeafive to thy nicer nofe, 
Ah ! who in our dcgenVate days, 
As nature prompts, his. off ring pays ? 
Here nature never diff'rence made 
Between the fceptre and the fpadc*., ' 150 

Ye 
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Ye great ones, why will ye difdain i 

To pay your tribute on the plain ? 
Why will you place in lazy pride 
Your altars near your couches fide ? 
♦ When from the homelieft earthen ware 295 

Are fent up ofF'rings more fincere. 
Than whei'C the haughty Dutcheft locks 
Her filver vafc in cedar-box. 

Yet fome devotion fVill remains 
Among our harmlefs northern fwains f, 303 

Whofc off'rings place'd in golden ranks^ 
Adorn our cryftal rivers banks ; 
Nor feldom grace the flow'ry downs, 
With fpiral tops and copple-crowns-; 
Or gilding in a funny morn 305 

The humble branches of a thorn. 
S09 poets fing, with golden bough> 
The Trojan hero paid his vow *. 

Ifither by lucklefi error Icdj 
The crude confiftence oft I tread ; 310- 

Here when my flioes are out of cafe, 
Unweeting gild tlie tamifli'd lace ; 
Here by the facred bramble tinge'd; 
My petticoat is doubly fringc'd. 

Be witnefs for me, nymph divine, 3 c ^ 

I never rob'd thee with defign ; 
Nor will the zealous Hannah f pout 
To waih thy injur'd off'rings out. 

But ftop, ambitious mufe, in time, 
Nor dwell on fubjefts too fublime. 3:t# 

• Vid Virgil and Lucretius, 
t The north of Ireland. 

• Virg. lib. 6. 

f My Lady^t woman. 

P 2 In 
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In, vain on lofty heds I tread, 
Afpinng to exalt my head ; 
With hoop expanded wide and light. 
In vain I tempt too high a flight. 

Me Phoebus :|: in a midnight dream H 325 

Accofting, faid, ** Go fhake your cream" **. 
Be humbly mmded, know your poft ; 
Sweeten your tea, and watch your toaflr. 
Thee bcft befits a lowly ftyle : 
Teach Dennis how to ftir the guile ft • 33^ 

With Peggy Dixon %% thoughtful fit. 
Contriving for the pot and fpit. 
Take down thy proudly-fwelling fails. 
And rub thy teeth, and pare thy naih : 
-At nicely carving fliew thy wit ; 335 

But ne'er prcfume to eat a bit : 
Turn ev*ry way thy watchful eye ; 
And ev'ry gueft be fure to ply: 
Let never at your board be known 
An empty plate, except your own. 340 

Be thcfe thy arts *, nor higher aim 
Than what befits a rural dame. 

But Cloacina, goddefs bright, 

Sleek claims her as his right : 

And Smedley f, flow'r of all divines, 345 

Shall fing the Dean in Smedley's lines. . 

t Cynthius aurem veliit, Hor, 

[j Ci'mjownui vera. Idem. 

•• In tlu bottle to make butter. 

•f-f Guile, the quantity of ale or beer brewed at cne time, 

jt Mrs. Dixon the houfekecper. 

* Hae tth't ervnt arfet, Virg. 

f A very ftupid, infolent, faOious, deformed, conceited parfon, a 
vi e pretender to pactry, preferred by tbt Duke of Grafton for his 
w t. 



CAS- 



MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 173 



CASSINUS and PETER. 

A TRAGICAL Elegy. 

Written in the year 1 731. 

npWO coUegc-fophs of Cambridge growth, 
•*• Both fpecial witsj and lovers both. 
Conferring as they us'd to meet 
On love, and books, in rapture fweet ; 
(Mufe, find me names to fit my metre,. f 

Caffinvis this, and t'other Peter). 
Friend Peter to Caflinus goes, 
To chat a while, and warm his nofc. 
But fuch a fight was never fecn. 
The lad lay fwallow'd up in fpleen. id 

He feem'd as juft crept out of bed;. 
One greafy (locking round his head. 
The other he fat down to darn 
With threads of diff'rent-colour'd yarn ; 
His breeches torn, expofing wide 1 5 

A ragged fliirt and tawny hide. 
Scorch 'd were his Ihins, his legs were bare, 
But well embrown'd with dirt and hair. 
A rug was o'er his ihoulders thix)wn ; 
A rug ; for nightgown he had none. 20 

His Jordan ftood in manner lilting 
Between his legs to fpue or fpit in. 
His ancient pipe in fable dy'd, 
And half unfmok'd lay by hijs fide;- 

Him thus accoutred Peter found, 2;: 

With eyes in fmoke and weeping drown 'd : 
The leavings of his laft night's pot 
On embers place'd to drink it hot, 

p 3 ^^i> 
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Why, Cafly, thou wilt dofe thy pate : 
What makes thee lie abed fo late r 
The finch, the linnet^ and the thrufbi 
Their mattins chant in ev'ry bufh : 
And I have heard thee oft falute 
Aurora with thy early flute. 
Hcav'n fend thou haft not got the hyps ! 
How ! not a word come from thy lips ? 

Tben gave him fome fsimiliar thumps ; 
A college -joke to cure the dumps. 

The fwain at laft, with grief oppreft, 
Cry'd *• Celia !" thrice, and figh'd the reft. 

Dear Cafly, though to afk I dread. 
Yet aik I muft : Is Celia dead ? 

How happy I, were that the worft ? 
But I was fated to be curft. 

Come, tell us, has fhe play'd the whore ? 

Oh Peter, would it were no more ! 

Why, plague confound her fandy locks : 
Say, has the fmall or greater pox 
Sunk down her nofe, or feam'd her face ? 
Be eafy, 'tis a common cafe. 

O Peter ! beauty's but a varnifh. 
Which time and accidents will tarnifli : 
But Celia has contrived to blaft 
Thofe beauties that might ever laft. 
Nor can imagination guefs, 
Nor eloquence divine exprefs. 
How that ungrateful charihing maid 
My pureft paiEon has betray'd. 



Cono 
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XJonceivc the moft invenom'd dart 

To pierce an injur'd lover's heart. 60 

Why, hang her; though fhe feem'd fo C07, 
I know fhe loves the barber's boy. 

Friend Peter, this I could excufe ; 
For ev'ry nymph has leave to chufe ; 
Nor have 1 reafon to complain, 65 

She loves a more deferving fwain. 
But oh ! how ill hafl thou divin'd 
A crime, that fhocks all human kind ; 
A deed unknown to female race. 
At which the fun ihould hide his face ; yo 

Advice in vain you would apply- 
Then leave me to defpair and die. 
Ye kind Arcadians, on my urn 
Thefe elegies and fonnets bum ; 
And on the marble grave thefe rhymes, 75 

A monument to after times : 
•* Here Cafly lies, by Celia flain, 
" And dying never told his pain." 

Vain empty world, farewell. But hark. 
The loud Cerberian triple bark. So 

And there — —behold Ale^o ftand, 
A whip of fcorpions in her hand. 
Lo, Charon from his leaky wherry 
Beck'ning to waft me o'er the ferry. 

I come, I come, Medufa ! fee, 85 

Her ferpents hifs direft at me. 
Begone ; unhand me, helliih fry : 
Avaunt ♦——ye cannot fay 'tis I. 

Dear Cafly, thou muft purge and bleed ; 
I fear thou wilt be mad indeed. 90 



^ See Macbcatb. 
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But now, by friendlhip's facred laws 
I here conjure thee, tell the caufe ;. 
And Celia's horrid fiaft relate : 
Thy friend would gladly fhare thy £ate. 

To force it out my heart muft rend : <;5 

Yet when conjur'd by fuch a friend — 
Think, Peter, how my foul is rackt ! 
Thefe eyes, thefe eyes beheld the faft. 
Now bend thine ear fince out it muft ; 
But when thou feeft me laid in duft, 100 

The fee ret thou Ihalt ne'er impart. 
Not to the nymph that keeps thy heart ; 
(How would her virgin-foul bemoaa 
A crime to all her fex unknown!) 
Nor whifper to the tattling reeds ^05 

The blackeft of all female deeds ; 
Nor blab it on the lonely rocks, 
Where Echo fits, and lift'ning mocks ; 
Nor let the zephyrs* treach'rou^ gale 
Thro' Cambridge waft the direful tale ; i i.q 

Nor to the chattering featlxer'd race 
Difcover Celia's foul difgrace. 
But if you fail, my fpeftre dread 
Attending nightly round your bed : 
And yet I dare confide in you ; 
So take my fecret, and adieu* 1 1 - 

Nor wonder how I loft my wits : 
Oh ! Celia, Celia,. Cclia fh- *. 

• See the lady's dreifing- room, ab:ve, p. 147. r, US'. 



To 
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To a friend who had been much abufed in 
many inveterate libels f . 

T^^E greateft monarch may be ftabb-d by night, 
•*■ And fortune help the murdVer in his flight 
The vileft ruffian may commit a rape. 
Yet fafe from injur'd innocence efcape : 
And calumny, by working under ground, 5 

Can, unreveng*d, the greateft merit wound. 

What's to be done ? fhall wit and learning chufe 
To live obfcure, and have no fame to lofe ? 
By cenfure frighted out of Honour's road, 
Nor dare to ufe the gifts by heav'n beftow*d ; 10 
Or fcarlefs enter in through Virtue*s gate, 
And buy diftin£tion at the deareft rate i 



The Logicians refuted. 

T Ogicians have but ill defined, 

^ As rational, the human kind ; 

Reafon, they fay, belongs to man ; 

But let them prove it if they can. 

Wife Ariftotle and Smiglefius, 5 

By ratiocinations fpecious, 

Have ftrove to prove with great precifion, 

With definition and divifion, 

Homo eft rat tone praditum : 

But for my foul I cannot credit *cm ; 

\ This and the following poem, both nr.queftiorably genuine, were 
sever ijiferted in any former edition of the Uean*i wotka. 
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And muft in fpite of them maintain. 

That man and all his ways are vain ; 

And that this boafted lord of nature 

Is both a weak and erring creatuie ; 

That injflindt is a furer guide 

Than reaibn, boafting mortals pride ; 

And that brute beafts are far before *em^ 

Deus eft anwta bruto' um. 

Who ever knew an honeft brute, 

At law his neighbour profecutc, 

Bring a^lion for affault and battery. 

Or friend beguile with lies and flattery ? 

O'er plains they ramble unconfin'd, 

No politics difturb tlieir mind ; 

TTiey eat their meals, and take their fport,. 

Nor know who's in or out at court. 

They never to the levee go ; 

To treat as deareft friend a foci 

They never importune his Grace, 

Nor ever cringe to men in plac« v 

Nor undertake a dirty job ; 

Nor draw the quill to write for B— b r 

Fraught with inveftive they ne'er go 

To folks at Pater-nof^er-row :. 

No judges, fiddlers, dancing-mafters. 

No pick-pockets, or poetafters. 

Are known to honeft quadrupedes : 

No fingle brute his fellow leads. 

Brutes never meet in bloody fray. 

Nor cut each others throats for pay. 

Of beafts, it is confefs'd, the ape 

Comes neareft us in human fliape ; 

Like man he imitates each fafhion. 

And malice is his ruling paffion. 

But both in malice and grimaces, 

A courtier any ape furpaffes. 

Behold him humbly cringing wait 

Upon the minifter of ftatc : 
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View him foon after to inferiors 

Aping the conduft of fuperiors : jo 

He promifes with equal air, 

And to perform takes equal care. 

He in his turn finds imitators ; 

At court the porters, lacqueys', waiters^ 

Their mafters' manners ftili ccmtraft, 55^ 

And fciOtmen, lords, and dukes can aft. 

Thus, at the court, both great and fmall 

Behave alike, for sdl ape alL 



A beautiful young Nymph going to bed *, 

Written for the honour of the Fair Sex in 173 1, 

OOrinna, pride of Diury-lane, 

^^ For whom no fhepherd fighs in vjlin, 

Never did Covent-gar^en boaft 

So bright a batter'd ftrolling toilft ! 

No drunken rake to pick her up, j' 

No cellar, where on tick to fup ; 

Returning at the tnidnight hour, 

Four ftories climbing to her bow'r ; 

Then feated 6n a three-legg'd chair. . 

Takes oflFher artificial hair. 10 

Now picking out a cryftal eye, 

She wipes it clejhi, and lays it by. 

Her eye-brows from a moufe's hide 

Stuck oh with art on eitlier fide, 

• This poem, for v.'hich feme Have thought no apol gy ccuM be 
offered, delcrves on the contrary, great commendation ; as it much 
mo* forcibly rt drains the ihoughtlels and ihe young from the rifle of 
health and life, by picking up a prcftitute, than the fincftdcilama- 
tion on tnc fcrdidncfs of tne appetite. 

Pulls 
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Pulls off with care, and firft difplays 'em, ij 

Then in a play-book fmoothly lays *cm. 
Now dextroully her plumpers draws, 
That ferve to fill her hollow jaws. 
. ITntwifta a wire, and from her gums 
A fct of teeth completely comes, ' 2e 

Pulls out the rags contriv'd to prop 
Her flabby dugs, and down they drop. 
Proceeding on, the lovely goddefs 
Unlaces next her fteeUrib'd bodice, 
Which, by the operator's Ikill, 25 

Prcfs down the lumps, the hollows fill. 
Up goes her hand, and off fhe flips 
The bolfter that fupplies her hips. 
With gemleft touch flie next explores 
Herfliancres, ifllies, running fores ; 30 

EffeAs of many a fad difafter, 
And then to each applies a plaifler^ 
But muft, before flie goes to bed. 
Rub off the daubs of white and red. 
And fmooth the furrows in her front 35 

With greafy paper ftuck upon*t, 
She takes a bolus ere flie fleeps ; 
And then between two blankets creeps. 
With pains of love tormented lies ; 
Or if flie chance to clofe her eyes, 46 

Of Bridewell and the Compter dreams. 
And feels the lafli, and faintly fcreams ; 
Or by a faithlefs bully drawn, 
At fome hedge -tavern lies in pawn ; 
Or to Jamaica fecms tranfported 45 

Alone *, and by no planter courted j 
Or, near Fleet-ditch's oozy brinks, 
Surrounded wiili a hundred ftinks. 
Belated, fcenis on watch to lie. 
And fnap fome cully pafling by ; 50 



"Ff lorgam i^comitata vU^ur 



he viam, ■ ' ■ " Virg. 



Or, 
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Or, ftruck with fear, 'her fancy ruDs 

On watchmen, conflables, and duns. 

From whom fhe meets with frequent rubs ; 

But never from religious clubs ; 

Whofe favour fhe is furc to find, 55 

Becaufe fhe pays them all in kind. 

Corinna wakes. A dreadful fight ! 
Behold the ruins of the night ! 
A wicked rat her plaifler ftole. 
Half eat, and dragg*d it to his hole. 56 

The cryflal eye, alas ! was mifs'd ; 

And pufs had on her plumpers p fs'd. 

A pigeon pick*d her inue-peas : 

And Shock her trefies £ll'd wich fleas. 

The nymph, though in this mangled plight, 65 
Muft ev'ry morn her limbs unite. 
But how fliall I defcribe her arts 
To recolleft the fcatttr'd parts ? 
Or fhcw the anguifh, toil, and pain. 
Of gathering up herfelf again ? ^o 

The bafhful mufe will never bear 
In fuch a fcene to interfere. 
Corinna in the morning dizen'd. 
Who fees, will fpuc ; whofe fmells be poifon'd. 



VoL.Vni. Q £tre* 
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Strephon and Chi,o£ *^ 
Written in the Ycir 1731* 

OF Chloe all the town has rung, 
fiy ev'ry llze of poets fung:: 
'So beautiful a nynxph appears 
But once in twenty thoufand years ; 
By nature form'd with niceft care. 5 

And faultlefs to a lingle hair. 
Her graceful mein» her ihape^ and. face, 
Confefs'd her of no mortal race : 
And then fo nice, and, fo genteel ; 
Such cleanlinefs from head to heel ; 10 

No humours grofs, or frowzy ftcams^ 
No noiibme whiffs, or fweaty ftreams. 
Before, behind, above, below, ^ 
Could from her taintlefs body flow:: 
Would fo difcreetly things difpofe, 1 5 

None ever faw her pluck a role. 
Her dearcft comrades never caught her. 
Squat on her hams, to make maid's water. 
You'd (wear that fo divine a creature 
Felt no neceflities of nature. 2^ 

In fummer had ihe walk'd the town. 
Her armpits would not ftain her gown : 
At country-dances not a nofe 
Could in the dog-days fmell her toes. 

* This poem has among others been cenfured for indelicacy ; bat 
wUb no better reafon than a medicine would be rejefUd for its ill tafte. 
By attending to the marriage of Strephon and Chloe, the reader is oe- 
cedarily led to confider the efic&. of that grofs familiarity in which it 
is to be feared many married perfons think they have a right to indalge 
tbemfelves : he who is difguUed at the picture, feels the force of the 
precept, not to difguft another by his praQice : and let it never be 
forpotten, that nothing quenches defire like indelicacy ; and that when 
dc&e bath been tbas quenched, kindnefs will inerltiblj grow cold. 

Her 



MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 183 

Her milk-white hands, both palnis and backs, 2f 

Like iv'ry dry, and foft 2ls wax. 

Her hands the foftcft ever fch. 

Though cold would bum, the' dry would melt *. 

Dear Venus, hide this.wondVous maid, 
Nor let her loofe to fpoil your trade. 30 

While ihe engrofTes ev*ry iwain. 
You but o'er half the world can reign. 
Think what a cafe sill men are now in, 
What ogling, fighing, toafting, vowing ! 
What powdered wigs ! what flames and darts ! 35^^ 
What hampers full of bleeding hearts ! 
What Iword-knots ! what poetic ftrains ! 
What billet-doux, and clouded canes ! 

But Sti-ephon figh'd fo loud and ftrong, 
H J blew a iettlemcnt alone 5 40 

Aiid bravely drove his rivals down 
With coach and fix, and houfc in town. 
The baihfttl nymph no more withftajids, 
Becaufe her dear papa commands. 
The charming fcOuple now unites : 45 

Proceed wc to the marriage rites. 

Imprimhy at iht temple-porch 
Stood Hymen with a flaming torch ; 
The ffTiiling Cyprian gcddeft brings 
Her infant lo^es with purple wings ; 50 

And pigeons billing, fparrows treading,. 
Fair emblems of a fruitful wedding, 
The miifcs next in order follow, 
Conducted by their Tquire Apollo : 
Then Mercuiy with filvcr tongue, ||f 

And Hebe, goddefs ever young. 
Behoid, the bridegroom and his bride 
Walk hand in hand^ and fide by iide ; 

^ Tbcu^ deep, yet dear^ &c, Denhtvr, 

Q^a She 
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She by the tender graces drcft. 

But he by Mars in fcarlet veft, 60 

The nymph was cover'd with her fiamnuum *, 

And rhoebus fung th' epitbalamium f . 

And lafl, to make the matter Aire, 

Dame Juno brought a prieft demure. 

Luna X was abfem on pretence 65 

Her time was not till nine months hence. 

The rites perform'd, the parfon paid. 
In (late returned the grand parade ; 
With loud huzza*s from all the boys, 
That now the pair muft crown their joys. 70 

But ftill the hardeft part remains. 
Strephon had long perplex'd his brains. 
How with fo high a nymph he might 
Demean himfelf the wedding-night : 
For as he view'd his perfon rounds 75 

Mere mortal fiefh was all he found : 
His hand, his neck, his mouth, and feet. 
Were duly wafh'd to keep them fweet ; 
(With other parts that fhall be namelcls, 
The ladies elfe might think me fliamelefs), ^o 

The weather and his love were hot ; 

And fhould he ftruggle, I know What 

"Why, let it go, if I muft tell it 

He'll fweat, and then the nymph may fmell it. 

While flie, a goddefs, dy'd in grain, ' 85 

Was unfufceptible of ftain ; 

And, Vemis-like, her fragrant Ikin 

Exhal'd ambrolia from within. 

Can fuch a deity endure 

A mortal human touch impure ? 90 

» A veil which the Rdinin brides covered thenifelve« with when 
they were going to be married. 
•f- A marriage fong. 
i Diana godders of midwivts. 



MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 1^5 

How did the humbled Twain detail 
His prickly beard, and hairy breaft ! 
His night-cap bordered round with lace 
Could give no ioftnefs to his face. 

Yet if the goddefs could be kind, 95: 

What endlefs raptures muft he find ! 
And goddefles have now and then 
Come down to vifit mortal men ; 
To vilit and to court them too ; 
A certain goddefs, God knows who, io« 

(As in a book he heard it read). 
Took Cornel Peleus to her bed. 
But what if he {hould lofe his life 
By venturing on his hcav'nly wife ? 
¥or Strephoncould remember well, 10 j 

That once he heard a fchoolboy tell-,. 
HowSemele, of mortal race. 
By thunder dy*d in Jove's embrace ;• 
And what if daring Strephoa dies 
By lightning fliot from Chloe's eyes ? no 

While th«fe jfefleftibns fiird his head. 
The bride was put in form to bed : 
He followed, fh-ipt, and in he crept,. 
But awfully his diftance kept« 

Now *' poadcT well, ye parents dear ; '*^ 1x5 
Forbid your daughters guzzling beer ;. ' 
And make themev'ry afternoon 
Forbear their tea, or drink it foon ;, 
That ere to bed they venture up,. 
They mav difcharge it ev'ry fup : i20 

If not, they muft in evil plight 
Be often forc^'d to rife at night. ? 
I^eqp ttem to wholefome food confini'd,> 
iSor ktrthpm tafte what caufes wind : . 

0^3 . (T5» 
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(Tis this the ♦ fage of Samos means, 125 

Forbidding his difciples beans). 

O I think what evils muft enfuc ; 

Mifs Moll the jade will burn it blue: 

And when Ihc once has got the art. 

She cannot help it for her heart ; 130 

But out it flies, ev'n when fhe meets, 

Her bridegroom in the wedding-iheets. 

Carminative f and diuretic :|: 

Will damp all pafGons fympathetk : 

And love fuch nicety requires, 13 J 

One blaft will put out all his fires. 

Since hufband* get behind the fcenCj 

The wife (hould fhidy to be clean ; 

Nor give the fmalleil room to gudls 

The time when wants of nature preis ; 14Q 

But after marriage, pradtife more 

Decorum than (he did before y 

To keep her fpoufe deluded ftill, 

And make him fancy what flie will. 

In bed we left the married pair : 14 j 

Tis time to fhew how things went there* 
JStrephon who had been ofteii told 
That fortune ftill affifts the bold, 
Refolv'd to make the firft attack ; 
But Chloe drove him fiercely back. 150 

How could a nymph fo chafte as Chloe, 
With conftitution cold and fnowy. 
Permit a brutifli man to touch her ? 
Ev'n lambs by iaftinft fly the butcher, 
Refiftance on the wedding-night ijj 

Is what our maidens claun by ri^ht : 
And Chloe, 'tis by all agreed, 
Was maid in thought, and word^ and deed, 

• A well knov n prtcept of Pythagoras, not to cat beans s vvhUh 
bu been varloufly mfcrprcted, and is fuppcfed to contMff Ibane tOb« 
jorica) meaning. 

•f- Medicines to break wind. 

i Medicines to provoke urine* 



MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 2^7 

Yet fomc aflign a diflfrcnt rcafon ; 

1 bat S trephon choi e no proper feafon . 1 60 

Say, fair ones, muft I make a pauie, 
Or freely tell the fecret caule ? 

Twelve cups of tea (with grief I fpeak) 
Had now conftrain'd the nyinph to leak. 
This point muft needs be fettled firft : 1 65 

The bride muft either void or burft. 
Then fee the dire eflfefts of peafe. 
Think what can give the cholic eafe. 
The nymph opprcfs'd before, behind. 
As ihips are tois'd by waves and wind, 170 

Steals out her hand, by nature led, 
And brings a vcffcl into bed : 
Fair utenfil, as fmooth and white 
As Chloe's fkin, almoft as bright. 

Strephon, who heard the fuming rill 175 

As from a mofly cliff di Ail, 
Cry'd out. Ye gods ! what found is this ? 

Can Chloe, heavenly Chloe ? 

But when he fmelt a lioifome fteam. 

Which oft attends that hikewarm ftream ; 180 

(Salerno * both together joins. 

As fov 'reign med'cines for the loins) ; 

Atid though coniriv'd, we may fiippofe. 

To flip his ears, yet ftnick his nofe : 

He found-her, while the fcent in^reasM, 185 

As mortal as himfelf at leaft. 

But foon with like occaiions preft, 

He boldly fent his hand in queft ' 

(Infpir'd by courage from his bride) 

To reach the pot on t'other £de ; 190 

• ViJe Schti, SMltm, Rules of health, written fcy the fchool of 
Salernum. 

« Mingere cum bumbis res efl fsluberrima lumbir." 

And 
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And as he fiU'd the reeking vafe. 
Let &Y a roufer in her face. 

The little Cupids hovVing round, 
(As piftixres prove), with garlands crown'd, 
Abalh*d at what they faw and heard, lyj 

Flew off, nor ever more appeared. . 

Adieu to ravifhin^ delights. 
High raptures, and romantic flights } 
To goddeffes fo heav'nly fweet, 
Expiring fhepherds at their feet ; 2oe 

To filver meads and fliady bow'rs, 
Drefs'd up with amaranthine fiow'rs. 

How great a change ! how quickly made ! 
They learn to call a ipade a fpade. 
They foon from all conftraint are freed'; 205 

Can fee each other do their need. 
On box of cedar fits the wife. 
And makes it warm for deareft life ; 
And, by ;he beaftly way of thinking. 
Find great fociety in {linking., 210 

Now Strephon daily entertains 
His Chloe in the homeli'ft ftfains ; 
And Chloe, more experience'd grown, 
"With int'reft pays him back his own. 
No maid at court is Ifefs afham'd 21 j 

Howe'er for felling bargains fam'd. 
Than fhe, to name her parts l^ehind. 
Or when abed to let out wind. 

Fair Decency, celeftlal maid, 
Defcend from heav'n to beauty's aid ; a2« 

Though Beauty may beget defire, 
'Tis thou muft fan the lover's fire ; • 
For Beauty like fupreme dominion. 
Is beft fupported by Opinion : 

If 



MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 189 

If Decency bring no fupplies, 225 

Opinion fails, and Beauty dies. 

To fee fome radient nymph appear 
In all her glittVing bii th-day ge<ir, 
You think fome goddefs from the Iky 
Defcended, ready cut and dry : 230 

But ere you fell yourfelf to laughter^ 
Confider well what may come after i 
For fine ideas vanifli faft, 
' While all the grofs and filthy laft. 

O Strephon, ere that fatal day 235 

When Chloe ftole your heart away. 
Had you but through a cranny fpy'd 
On houfe of eafe your future bride. 
In all the poftures qf her face. 
Which nature gives in fuch a cafe ; 240 

Dlflortions, groanings, {trainings, heavings, 
'Twere better you had lick'd her leavings. 
Than from experience find too late 
Your goddefs grown a filthy mate» 
Your fancy then had always dwelt 24$ 

On what you fa^y, and what you fmclt ; 
Would ftill the fame ideas give ye. 
As when you fpy*d her on the privy. 
And, 'fpite of Chloe*s charms divine. 
Your heart had been as whole as mine» 250 

Authorities, both old and recent, 
Direft that women muft be decent ; 
And from the fpoufe each blemifli hide. 
More than from all the world befide *• 



• If virtue, as (jme wr itert pretend, be that which produces hap- 
pioefs, it muf^ be granted that to pra£tife decency Is a moral obligati. 
on ; and if virtue confifls in obedience to a law, as the nuptial laws 
injoio both parties to avoid offence, decency will ftill bctluty, and the 
breach of it will inc«r fome degree of guilt. 

Uniuftly 
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Unjuftly aH our nymphs complain 
Their empire holds fo ihort a reign ; 
Is after marriage loft fo foon. 
It hardly holds the honey-moOn: 
For if they keep not what they caught. 
It is entirely their own fault. 
They take pofleflion of the crown. 
And then throw all their weapons down : 
Though 9 by the politicians ibheme, 
Whoe'er arrives at pow'r fnpreme, 
Thofe arts by which at firft they gain it^ 
They ftill muft pradtife to maintain it.. 

What various ways our feinales take 
To pafs for wits before a rake ? 
And in the finiiilefs fearch purfue 
All other methods but the true» 

Some try to learn polite behaviour 
By reading books againft their Saviour :. 
Some call it witty to rcfleft 
On evVy natural defeft : 
Some fhew they never want estplaining 
To comprehend a double meaning* 
But fure a tell-tale but of fchool 
Is of all wits the grea«eft fooL: 
Whofe rank imagination fills 
Her heart, and from her lips diftils ; 
You'd think fhe utter 'd from behind,. 
Or at her mouth was breaking wind. 

Why is a handfome wife ador'd 
By ev'ry coxcomb but her lord ?. 
From yonder puppet-man inquire. 
Who wifely hides his wood and wire ? 
Shew'sSheba's queen completely dreft,. 
And Solomon in royal veft ; 
But view them littcr'd on the floor. 
Or ftrung on pegs behind the door ; 
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Punch is exaftly of a piece 

With Lorraan's Duke^ and Prince of Greece *. 

A prudent builder fliould forecaft 
How long the ftuff is like to laft ; 
And cardFuIIj obierve the ground 295 

To build on fome foundation found : 
What houfe, when its materials crumble^ 
Mufl not inevitably tumble ? 
What edifice can long endure 
Raised on a bails unfecure ? 300 

Rafh mortakf ere you take a wife, 
"Contrive your pile to laft for life : 
Since beauty fcarce endures a day. 
And youth (6 iwifUy glides away ; 
Why will you make yourfelf a bubble, 305 

To build on fand with hay and ftubble ? 

On fenfe and wit your paflion found, 
3y decency cemented round ; 
Let prudence with good nature ftrive 
To keep efteem and love alive. 3i# 

Then come old age whene'er it will. 
Tour friendship (hall continue ftill : 
And thus a mutual gentle fire 
Shall never but with life expire. 



Apollo J or, A Problem folvtd. 

Written in the year 1731. 

A Polio, god of light and wit, 
•^ Could verfc infpire, but feldom writ ; 

* For the fame naCon many an handiome wife is negle£ted for an 
homely mUhcfs, wb9 better kji^ws'her ifltcieft, and confiders love as 
her trade* 

Refined 
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Refin'd all metals with his looks. 
As welh as chymifb by their books : 
As handfome as my lady's page ; 
Sweet five and twenty was his age. 
His wig was made of funny rays^ 
He crown *d his youthful head with bays : 
Not all the court of heav'n could fhow 
So nice and (o complete a beau. 
'No heir upon his firft appearance. 
With twenty- thoufand pounds a-year rents, 
E'er drove, before he fold his land. 
So fine a coach along the ftrand ; 
The fpokes, we are by Ovid told. 
Were filver, and the axle gold. 
(I own, 'twas but a coach and four. 
For Jupiter allows no more). 

Yet with his beauty, wealth, and parts. 
Enough to win ten thoufand hearts. 
No vulgar deity above 
Was fo unfortunate in love. ' 

Three weighty caufes were affign'd, 
That mov'd the nymphs to be unkind. 
Nine mufes always waiting round him, 
He left them virgins as he found 'em. 
His fin gin g was another fault ; 
For he could reach to B in alt : 
And, by the fentiments of Pliny, 
Such fingers are like Nicolini *. 
At laft the point was fully clear'd : 
In fhort Apollo had no beard. 

* An Italian. 
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The Place of the Damn£d« 

Written in the year 1731. 

A LL folks, who pretend to religion and grace, 
■^^ Allow there's a He l L , but difpute of 3ie place : 
But if Hell may by logical rules be defin'd 

The place of the damn'd I'll tell you my mind. 

Wherever the damn'd 'do chiefly abound, 5 

Moft certainly there b Hell to be found : 
Damn'd poets, damn'd critics, damn'd blockheads, 

damn'd knaves, 
Damn'd fenators brib'd, damnM proftitutc flaves ; 
Damn'd lawyers and judges, damn'd lords, and 

damn'd fquires ; 
Damn'd fpies and informers, damn'd friends, and 

damn'd liars ; lo 

Damn'd villains, corrupted in every ftation ; 
Damn'd time-fervihg priefts all over the nation. 
And into the bargain I'll readily give ye 
Damn'd ignorant prelates, and counfellors privy. 
Then let us no longer by parfons be flamm'd, 1 5 
For we know by thele marks the place of the 

damn'd : 
And Hell to be fure is at Paris or Rome. 
How happy for us, that it is not at home ! 

JUDAS. 

Written in the year 1731. 

13 Y the juft vengeance of incenfed fkies 
•*-' Poor Bifhop Judas late reprcming dies. 
VoL.VUL R The 
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The Jews engage 'd him with a pahry bribe, 
AfDOunting hardly to a crown a tribe ; 
Which tho' his confcience force'd him to reflore, 5 
( And parfons tell us, no rran can do more), 
Yet, through defpair, of God and man accurft. 
He loft his bilhoprick, and hang'd or burft, 
Thofe former ages differ'd much from this ; 
Judas betray 'd his matter with a kifs: lo 

But lome have kifs'd the gofpel fifty times. 
Who's perjury's the leaft of all their crimes : 
Soiiic who can.perjure tliro' a two- inch board. 
Yet keep their bifhoprics, and 'Icape the cord. 
Like hemp, which, by a ikilful fpinfter drawn 15 
To flender threads, may fomeiimes pafs for lawn. 

As ancient Judas by tranfgreffion fell. 
And burft afunder ere he went to hell ; 
So could we fee a fet of new Ifcariots 
Come headlong tumbling from their mitred chariots^ 
Each modern Judas perifh like the firft ; 2 1 

Drop from the tree with all his bowels burft ; 
Who could forbear, that view'd each guilty face. 
To cry, ** Lo Judas gone to his own place ; 
** His habitation let all men forfake, 2$ 

** And let his bifhoprick another takei'^ 

On Mr. PuLTNEY being pjjt out of the 
council. 

Written in the year 1731. 

SIR Robert * weary'd by Will Pultney's teafirtgs, 
- Who interrupted him in all his Icaiings, 
Refolved that Will and he fliould meet no more ; 
Full in his face Bob fliuis the council door ; 

* sir Robert Wa1»o1c. 

Nor 
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Nor lets hitn fit as juftice on the bench 5 

To puniih thieves, or lafh a fiibwrb wench. 

Tct iVill St. Stephen's chapel open lies 

For Will 10 enter —what fliall I advife ? 

E'en quit the House, for thou too long haft fat 

in't, 
Produce at laft thy dormant ducal patent ; 10 

There, near thy matter's throne in fhelter place'd. 
Let Will unheard by thee his thunderwafte. 
Yet ftill I fear your work is done but half: 
For while he keeps his pen, you arc not fafe. 

Here an old fable, and a dull one too ; 1 5 

Yet bears a moral, when apply 'd to you. 

A hare had long efcap'd purfuing hounds. 
By often fliifting into diftant grounds ; 
Till finding all his artifices vain; 
To fave his life he leap'd into the main. 20 

But there, alas ! he could no fafcty find, 
A pack of dog-fifh had hini in the wind. 
He fcours away, and to avoid the foe 
Defcends for flielter to the fhades below. 
There Cerberus lay watching in his den ; 25 

(He had not feen a hare the Lord knows when) ; 
Out bounce'd the maftifFof the triple head; 
Away the hare with double fvviftnefs fled. 
Hunted from earth, and fea, and hell, he flies , 
(Fear lent him wings) for fafety to the flcics. 30 

How was the fearful animal diftrefl: ! 
Behold a foe more fierce than all the reft : 
Syrius, the fwifteft of the heavenly pack, 
Fail'd but an inch to feize him by the back. 
He fled to earth, but firft it coft him dear ; 35 

He left his fcut behind, and half an ear. 

Thus was the hare purfu'd, tho' free from guilt ; 
Thus, Bob, flialt thou be maul'd, fly where thou wilt : 
Then, honeft Robin, of thy corpfe beware ; 
Thou art not half fo nimble as a hare : 40 

" R 2 Too 
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Too pond'rous is thy bulk to mount the fky ; 
Nor caa you go to hell, before you die. 
So keen thy hunters, and thy fcent fo ftrong, 
lliy turns and douUings cannot fave thee Ions 



The author having been told by an inti 
friend, that the Duke of Queenlberr 
employed Mr. Gay to infpeft the acc< 
and management of hfs Grace's rece 
and ftewards, (which however prove 
terwards to be a miftake), writ to Mr 
the following poem, 

In the year 1731. 

TTOW could you, Gay, difgracc the mufes tj 
•*- •*• To ferve a taftelefs court twelve years in \ 
Fain would I think our female friend J fincen 
Till Bob, the poet's foe, poflefs'd her ear. 
Did female virtue e^er fo high afcend. 
To lofe an inch of favour for a friend ? 

Say, had the court no better place to chufe 
For thee, than make a dry-nurfe of thy mufe ! 
How cheaply had thy liberty been fold, 
To 'fquirc a royal girl of two years old ; 
In leading-ftrings her infant fteps to guide, 
Or with her go-cait amble fide by fide ! 



^ This hunting ended in th« promotion both of Will a 
Bob waj no longer 6rft minifter, but Eirl of Oxford ; and. \ 
.no longer his opponen-, but Earl of Baih. 

■f See the libel on Dr. Delany and Lord Carteret, in tBia 
} Mrs. Howard, fincc Counuft of Suftdk» 
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But princely Douglas *, and his glorious dame, 
Advancc'd thy fortune, and preferv'd thy fame. 
Nor will your nobler gifts be mifapply'd, l S 

When o'er your patron's treafurc you prefide : 
The world fliall own his choice was wife and juft. 
For fbns of Phcebus never break their truft. 

Not love of beauty lefs the heart infiames 
Of guardian eunuchs to the Sultan's dames ; . 20 
Their paflions not more impotent and told^ 
Than thofe of poets to the luft of gold. 
With Paean's pureft£re his fav 'rites glow. 
The dregs will ferve to ripen ore below ; 
His meaneft work : for had he thought it fit, 25 • 
That wealth ihould be the appendage of wit, 
The god of light could ne'er havebeen fo blind 
To deal it to the worfl of human^kind. 

But let mc now, for I can do it well. 
Your conduA in this new employ foretell. 30 

And fipft : To make my obferration right, . 
I place a ilatefman full before my fight, 
A bloated tninifter in all his geer. 
With fkamelefs vifage, and perfidious leer ; . 
Two rows of teeth arm each devouring jaw ; 35: 
And, o(brich-'like, his^ll-digefting maw. 
My fancy drags this monfter to my view. 
To fhew the world his chief rcverfe in youw 
Of Idiud unmeaning founds a rapid flood 
Rolls fronv his^mouth in plenteous flareamsofmud; ; 
With thefe the court and fenate-houfe he plies, 41 & 
Made up. of Doife,.and« impudence, and lies. 

Now let me fhew how Bob and you agree, 
Tou ferve a potent prince f ,' as well as he. - 

^ The Dnke of Qgsenfberry, 

f A title giTeo to dttkcsby the beraldt. 

R 3 Tht -• 
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The ducal cofifers, truftcd to your charge, 45 

Your honefl care may fill, perhaps enlarge. 
His vaflals eafy, and the owner bleft. 
They pay a trifle, and enjoy the reft. 
Not fo a nation's revenues are paid ; 
The fervant's faults are on the mafter laid. 50 
The people with a figh their taxes bring : 
And curling Bob, forget to blels the King. 

Next hearken, Gay, to what thy charge requires. 
With fervants, tenants, and the neighboring 'fquircs. 
Let all domeftics feel your gentle fway : 155 

Nor bribe, infult, nor flatter, nor betray, 
Let due reward to merit be allowed ; 
Nor with your kindred half the palace crowd. 
Nor think yourfelf fecure in doing wrong, 
By telling nofes with a party ftrong. 60 

Be rich ; but of your wealth make no parade; 
Atleaft before your mafter's debts are paid. 
Nor in a palace, built with charge immenfe, 
Prefume to treat him at his own expence. 
Each farmer in the neighbourhood can count, 6$ 
To what your lawful perquiiites amount. 
The tenants poor, the hardnefs of the times, 
Are ill excules for a fervant's crimes. 
With int'reft, and a premium paid befide, 
The matter's prefling wants muft be fupply'd; 7^ 
With haftyzeal behold the fteward come 
15y his own credit to advance the fum ; 
Who, while th' unrighteous Mammon is his friend, 
May well conclude his pow'r will never end. 
A faithful treas'rer ! what could he do more ? 75 
lie lends my Lord, what was my Lord's before. 

The law fo ftriftly guards the monarch's hcalthi 
That no phyfician dares prefcribe by ftealth f 
The council fit ; approve the Doftor's {kill ; 
And give advice before he gives the pill. 80 

But 
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But the ftatc-imp'ric aft* a fafer part ; 

And while he poifons^ wins the royal heart. 

But how can I defcribe the rav'nous breed ? 
Then let me now by negatives proceed. 

Suppofe your Lord a trufty fervant fend 85 

On weighty bus'nefs to fome neighboring friend ; 
Prefume not. Gay, unlefs you fervc a drone. 
To countermand his orders by your own. 

Should fome imperious neighbour fink the boats. 
And drain the fifh- ponds, while your matter dotes ; 
Shall he upon the ducal rights intrench, 91 

Bccaufe he brib'd you with a brace of tench ? 

Nor from your Lord his bad condition hide 
To feed his luxury, or footh his pride. 
Nor at an under- rate his timber fell, 95 

And with an oath afliire him, all is well. 
Or fwear it rotten * ; and with humble airs 
"^cqueft it of him to compleat your ftairs. 
^or when a mortgage lies on half his lands, 
^ome with a purfe of guineas in your hands. 100 

Have Peter Waters always in your mind ; 
*Trhat rogue of genuine minifterial kind 
X]an hatf the peerage by his arts bewitch ; 
Starve twenty lords to make one fcoundrel rich ; 
And when he gravely has undone afcore, 105 

Is humbly pray'd to ruin twenty more f. 

A dextrous fteward, when his tricks are found, 
Hufh-money fends to all the neighbours round j 

• Thefc lines are thought to allude to fome ftory concerning a great 
quantity of mahogony declared rotten, and then applied by fome body 
towainfcot, ftairs, door- cafes, &c. 

f He had pra^ifed this trade for many years v/uh fuccefs. 

His 
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His maftcr, unfufpicious of his pranks. 
Pays all the coft, and gives the villain thanks, ii 
And fhould a f icnd attempt to fet him right. 
His lordfhip would' impute it all to fpite :* 
Would love his fevVite better than before. 
And truft his honefty juft fo much more. 
Thus families, like realms, with equal fate, 1 1 
Ai e iunk by premier minifters of ftate. 

Some, when an heir fuccecds, go bold 'y or^ 
And, as they rob'd the father, rob the fon. 
A knave who deep imbroils his lord's affairs. 
Will foon grow neceflary to his heirs. 12 

His policy coniifts in fetting traps. 
In finding ways and means, and ftopping gaps ;. 
He knows a thoufand tricks whene'er he pleafe. 
Though not to cure, yet palliate each difeafe. 
In cither caie an equal chance is run ;- 17 

For keep, or turn him out, my Lord*s undone. 
You want a hand to clear a filthy fink ; 
No cleanly workman can endure the ftink, 
A ftrong dilemma in a depVate cafe ! 
To aft.with infamy> or quit the place, 13 

A bungler thus, who fcarce the nail can hit. 
With driving wrong will make the pannel fplit : 
Nor dares an abler workman undertake 
To drive a fecond, left the whole fhould break. 

In every court the paralld will hold '; 1 3 

And kings, like private folksy are bought and fold 
The ruling rogue who dreads to be cafliier'd, . 
Contrives, as he is hated,* to be fear'd ; 
Confounds accounts, perplexes all affairs ; 
For vengeance more embroils^ than Ikill repairs, I4< 
So robbers, (and their ends are juft the fame). 
To 'fcape inquiries, leave the houfe in flame. 
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I knew a bni2en minifter of ftate. 
Who bore for twice ten years the public hate. 
In cvVy mouth the queftion moft in vogue 145 
Was, When will they turn out this odknis rogue i 
A juncture happened in his higheft pride : 
While he went robbing on, old mader dy'd. 
We thought there now remain'dnoroom to doubt ; 
His work is done, the minifter muft out. 1 50 

The court mvited more than one or two ; 
Will you. Sir Spencer ? or, Will you, or you.? 
But not a foul his office durft accept ; 
The fubtle knave had all the plunder fwcpt ; 
And fuch was then the temper of the times, 155 
He ow'd his prefervation to his crimes. 
The candidates obferv'd his dirty paws. 
Nor found it difficult to gutfs the caufe : 
But when they fmelt fuch foul corruptions round 

him,! 
Away they fledj^ and left him as they found him. 160 

Thus, when a greedy ffovcn once has thrown 
His fnot into the mefs, 'tis all his own. 

The Hardship put up^n the Ladi£^. 

Written in the year 173.3. ■ r'.Ji 

T>Oor ladies ! though their bus'ncfs be to play,^*^ 
'*• Tis hard they muft be bufy night and day i 
Why fhould ihey want the priviledge of men. 
Nor take forae fmall diverfions now and then ? 
Had women been the makers of our laws ; 5 

(And why they were not, I can fee no caufe) : 
The men fhould flave at cards from morn to night; 
And female pleafurcs be to read and write. 

The 
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The following poem was firft printed in 
Fog's journal ot the 17th of September 
'733* ^^^ fubjcft of it is now over; bet 
our author's known zeal stgainft that pro- 
}c£ty made it be generally fuppofed to be 
his. It was occafioned by the bifliops of 
Ireland endeavouring to get an aft to di- 
vide the church-livings ; which billwasrc- 
jecled by the Irifh houfe of Commons*. 

Written in the year 173I. 

/^LD Latimer preaching did fairly defcribe 
^^ A bifhop, who rul*d all the reft of hiS tribe; 
And who is this bifhop ? and where does he dwell i 
Why, truly, 'tis Satan, Archbifliop of helU. 
And He was a primate, and He wore a mitre 5 
Surrounded with jewels of fulphur and nitre. 
How nearly this bifhop our bifhops refembles ! 
But he has the odds, who believes and who trembles. 
Could you fee his grim Grace, for a pound to * 
penny, 

You'd fwcar it mufl be the baboon of K y : '^ 

Poor Satan will think the comparifon odious : 
I wifli I could find him out one more commodious. 
But this I am lure, the moft rev'rend old dragon 

Has got on the bench many b ps fuffragan j 

And all men believe he prefides there incog, ^) 
To give them, by turns, an invifible jog. 

* See confiderations on this bill, ia voK 4« p. 92* 

Oiir 
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Our bifhops puft up with wealth and with pride^ 
To hell on the backs of the clergy would ride. 
They mounted and laboured with whip and with 

fpur, 
fa vain- — for the devil a parfon would ftir^ 20 
So the Commons unhors'd them ; and this was 

their doom. 
On their crofiers to ride, like a witch on a broom^ 
Though they gallop'd fo fail, on the road you may 

find 'em. 
And have left us but three out of twenty behind 'em. 
Lord Bolton's good grace, Lord Car, and Lord 

Howard *, 
In fpitc of the devil wHl ftill be untoward. 
They came of good kindred, and could not endure 
Their former companions fliould beg at their door. 

When Cbriji was betray 'd to Pilate the Praetor, 
Of a dozen apoftles, but one prov'd a traitor ; 30 
One tiaitor alone, and faithful eleven ; 
But we can afEbrd you fix traitors in feven. 

What a clutter with clippings, dividings, and 

cleavings ! 
And the clergy forfooth muft take up with their 

leavings. 
If making divifions was all their intent, 35 

They've done it, we thank 'em, but not as they 

meant ; 
And fo may fuch bifliops for ever divide. 
That no honeft heathen would be on their fide. 
How fliould we rejoice, if, like Judas the firft, 
Thofe fplitters of parfons in funder fliould burft ? 40 

Now hear an allufion : A mitre you know 

Is divided above, but united btlow. 

• Archbifhop of Cafhcl, Bifliops of KllUloe and Elphin. 

If 
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If this you coafider, our emblem k right ; 
The b— -* s divide, but the clergy unke« 

Should the bottom be fplityour b ps would 

That the mitre would never ftick fiift on their 
And yet they have leam'd the chief art of a fov* 
As Machiavel taught 'em. Divide, and ye gov 
But courage, my L ds ; tho* it cannot fo< 
That one doven tongue ever fat on your hea< 
I*li lioki you a groat, and I wi(h I could fee% 
If your (lockings were off, you could ihew < 
feet. 

But hold, cry the b ps, and give us fair 

Before you -condemn us, hear what we can fa; 
What truer affeAion could ever be ihown, 
Than faving your fouls, by damning our owi 
And have we not praAis*d all methods to gain 
With the tithe of the tithe of the tithe to ma 

you-. 
Provided a fund forbuSding your fpittals ? 
You are only to leave four years without viihia 
Content, my good L — ds ; but let us change h 
Firft take you our tithes, and give us yoxu- lai 
So God blefs the church, an4 three of our m 
And God bleis the Commons for biting the I 



'W 
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To the Reverend Dr. Swift, D. S. P. D. 

With a prcfent of a paper-book finely bound, on 
his birth-day, November 30. 1732, 

By the Right Hon. John Earl of Orrery, 

TO thee, dear Swift, thcfe fpoilefs leaves I fend ; 
Small is tlie prefent, but finccre the friend. 
Think not fo poor a book below thy care ; 
Who knows the price that thou canll make it bear? 
Though tawdry now, and, like Tyrilla's face, 5 
The fpecious front fhines out with borrowed grace j 
Though pafteboards glitt'ring like a tinfcrd coat 
A raja tabula within denote : 
Yet if a venal and corrupted age, 
And modern vices fhould provoke thy rpge : 10 
If warn'd once more by their impending fate, 
A finking country and an injur'd fiatc, 
Thy great affiftance fliould again demand, 
And call forth reafon to defend the land ; 
Then fliall we view thefe fheets with glad furprife, 1 5 
Infpir'd with thought, and fpeaking to our eyes : 
Each vacant fpace Ihall then, enriched, difpenfe 
True force of eloquence, and nervous fcnfe ; 
Inform the judgement, animate the heart, 
And facred rules of policy impart. io 

The fpanglcd covering, bright with fplendid ore, 
Shall cheat the fight with empty fhow no more : 
But lead u inward to thofe golden mines, 
Where all thy foul in native luftre fhines. 

* It was occafioned by an annual cuflom wbich I found purfued a • 
mjn^ h.s rienvitf, oi m^tklng him a prufenc on his birthday, Orrtty, 

VoL.vm. s So 
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So when the eye furveys fome lovely fair, 2 ; 

With bloom of beauty grace 'd, with ihape and air^ 
How is the rapture heigten'd, when we find 
Her form excell'd by her celeftial mind ! 

VERSES left with a filver ftandifh on the 
Dean ot St. Patrick's dclk on his 
birth-day, by Dr. Delany. 

TTlther from Mexico I came 

^ -*■ To ferve a proud lernian dame : 

Was long fubmitted to her will ; 

At length fhe loft me at quadrille. 

Through various fhapes I often pafs'd, ' 5 

Still hoping to have reft at laft : 

And ftill ambitious to obtain 

Admittance to the patriot Dean ; 

And fometimes got within his door. 

But foon turn'd out to ferve the poor * ; 10 

Not ftrolling idlenefs to aid. 

But honeft induftry decay'd. 

At length an artift purchased me. 

And wrought me to the fhape you fee. 

This done to Hermes I apply 'd : 15 

*^ O Hermes, gratify my pride : 
" He it my fate to ferve a fage, 
*' The greateft genius of his age ; 
*' That matchlefs pen let me fupply, 
** Whofe liyipg lines will never die/' 20 

I grant your fuit, the God rcply'd. 
And hei'c he left me to refide. 

• Alluding to 50.6 1. a-yc*r lent by the Dean, without intereft, to 
poor tradcfmvn. 

VERSES 



MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 207 

VERSES written by Dr. Swift, occafioncd 
by the foregoing prcfents. 

Mi Paper-book is fent by Boyle, 
■^^ Too neatly gilt for me to'fbili 
Dclany fends a filver ftandifli, 
When I no more a pen can brandifh, . 
Let both around my tomb be place 'd, g 

As trophies of a mufe deceas'd : 
And let the friendly lines they writ 
In praife o^ long departed wit, * 

Be graved on either fide in cohtmns^ 
More to my praife than all my volumes ; le 

To burft with envy, ipite, and rage. 
The Vandals of the prefent age. 

A LovE-SoNO in the Modern Taste. 

Written in the year 1733. 

I; 

TpLutt'ring fpread thy purple pinions;. 
•■• Gentle Cupid, o'er my heart ;» 
I a flave in thy dominions ; 

Nature muft give way to art. 
II. 
Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 5 

K ightly nodding o'er your flocks, . 
Sec my weary days confuming 

All beneath yon flow'rv rocks. 

S 2, Thm 
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in. 

Thus the Cyprian goddefs weeping 

Mourn 'd Adonis, lovely youth : lo 

Him the boar in filence creeping, 

Gor'd with unrelenting tooth. 

ly. 

Cynthia, tune harmonious ntin\bers ; 

Fair Difcretion ftring the lyre ; 
Sooth my ever-waking (lumbers : 15 

Bright Apollo, lend thy choir^ 
V. 
Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 

Arm'd in adamantine chains, 
Lead me to the chryftal mirrors,. 

Watering foft Elilian plains. 20 

VI. 
Mournful cyprefs, verdant willow. 

Gilding my Aurelia brows, 
Morpheus hov'ring oe'r my pillow,, 

Hear me pay my dying vows. 
VII. 
Melancholy fmooth Meander^ 25 

Swiftly purling in a round. 
On thy margin lovers wander. 

With thy flow'ry chaplets crown'd. 

vm. 

Thus when Philomela drooping 

Softly feeks her fiknt mate, y& 

See the bird of Juno Hooping,. 

Melody refigns to fate. 



On 
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On the words Brother-Protestants, 
and Fellow-Christians, fo familiarly 
ufed by the advocates for the repeal of the 
Test-act in Ireland *. 

Written in the year 1733, 

A N inund.ition, fays the fable, 
■^ O'erflow'd a fiarmer's barn and ftable; 
Whole ricks of hay and ftacks of corn 
Were down the fuddcn current borne : 
While things of heterogenous^ kind ^ 

Together float whh tide and wind. 
The gen'rous wheat forgot its pride, - 
And faird with litter fide by fide ; . 
Uniting all to fhew their amity. 
As in a general calamity. lo 

A ball of new-dropt hoife's dung. 
Mingling with appks in the throng, 
Said to the pippin plump and prim, 
** See, brother, how we apples fwim." 

Thus Lamb, renown'd for cutting coins, 15 . 
An offer'd fee from Radcliff icorns : 
** Not for the world ; — we dolors,- brother, , 
•* Muf> take no fees of one another." 
Thus to a dean fome curate floven 
Subicribes, " Dear Sir, your brother loving." 20 

• This poem fo provoked one Bettefworrh, a Vawyer, and m-mber 
of the Iriih parliament, that he fwoie he vculd revenge himiclf, ei- 
ther by murdering or maiming tne author. On ihis^ tbiity of tl-.c 
Dobtiity and gentry of the liberty of S., Patrick's waited in the D.an,. 
wiih a paper* fubfcribed by them, in which thfv engaged to del end- 
his perfoo^ auid forta.it, at the friend and bencfa^or of bis cou ttry« 

S3 Thus. 



210 MISCELLANIES IN VJERSE. 

Thus all the footmen, fhoeboys, porters. 
About St. James's, cry, '* We courtiers." 

Thus H ce in the houfe will prate, 

^* Sir, we the minifters of ftatc." 

Thus at the bar that blockhead Bettefworth, 25 

Tho' half a crown o'er-pajs his fweat's worth. 

Who knows, in law, nor text nor margent. 

Calls Singleton his brother-ferjeant. 

And thus fanatic faints, tho* neither in 

Doftrine nor difcipline our brethren, 30 

Are brother Proteftants and Chriftians, 

As mu-h as Hebrews and Philiftines ; 

But in no other fenfe, than nature 

Has made a rat our fellow-creature. 

Lice from your body fuck their food ! 35 

But is a loufe your flefh and blood ? 

Tho* born of human filth aud fweat, it 

May as well be faid, man did beget it. 

But maggots in your nofe and chin 

As well may claim you for their kin. 4czr 

Yet critics may objeft. Why not ? 
Since lice are brethren to a Scot : 
Which made our fwarm of fedls determine 
Employments for their brother- vermin. 
But be they Englifh, Irifli, Scottifh, 4^ 

What Proteftant can be fo fottifh. 
While o'er the church thefe clouds are gath'ring. 
To call a fwarm of lice his brethren ? 

As Mofes, by divine advice. 
In Egypt turn'd the duft to lice ; 50 ^ 

And as our fe^ts, by all defcriptions. 
Have hearts more harden'd than Egyptians ; 
As from the trodden duft they fpring, 
And turn'd to lice infeft the king : 
For pity's fake it would be juft, 55 

A rod ihould turn them back to duft. 



Let 
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Let folks in high or holy ftations 
Be proud of owning fuch i eiations : 
Let courtiers hug them in their bofom, 
As if they were afraid to lofc 'em : 60 

While J, with humble Job, had rather 
Say to corruption- " Thou'rt my father." 
For he that has fo little wit 
To nouriih vermin, may be bit. 

On Poetry : A Rhapsody. 
, Written in the year 1733. 

A LL human race would fain be wits, 
•^ And millions mifs for one that hits. 
Young's univerfal paifion, pride, 
Was never known to fpread fo wide. 
Say, Britain, could you ever boaft ^5 

Three poets in an age at moft ? 
Our chilling climate hardly bears 
A fprig of bays in fifty years : 
While every fool his claim alledges. 
As if it grew in common hedges. 10 

What reafon can their be ailign'd 
For this perverfenefs in the mind ? 
Brutes find out where their talents lie : 
A bear will not attempt to fly ; 
A founder'd horfe will oft debate 15 

Before he tries a five-barr'd gate ; 
A dog by inftinft turns afide, 
Who fees the ditch too deep and wide* 
But man we find the only creature 
Who, led by Folly, combats Nature ; 20 

Who, when Ihe loudly cries> Forbear, 
With obftinacy fixes there : 

And 
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And where his geoius leaft inclines^ 
Abfurdly bends his whole defigns. 

Not empire to the rifing fun 25 

By valour, conduA, fortune won ; 
Not higheft wifdom in debates 
For framing laws to govern ftates ; 
Not fki!l in fcienccs profound 
So large to grafp the circle round : 30 

Such heav'nTy influence require. 
As how to ffarike the mufe's lyre. 

Not beggdr's brat on bulk begot ; 
Not baftkrd of a pedlar Scot ; 
Not boy brought up to cleaning flioes, 35 

The fpawn of Bridewell, or the flews ; 
Not infants dropt, the fpurious pledges 
Of gypfies littVing under hedges. 
Are fo difqualified by fate 

To rife in church, or law, or flate, 40 

As he whom Phosbus, in his ire,. 
Hath blafled with poetic fire. 

What hope of cuftom in the fair, 
While not a foul demands your ware ! 
Where you have nothing to produce 45 

For private life or public ufe ? 
Court, city, countiy, want you not ; 
You cannot bribe, betray, or plot. 
For poets law makes no provifion ; 
The wealthy have you in derifion ; 50 

Of ftate-aflfairs you cannot fmatter p 
Are aukward, when you try to flatter : 
Your portion, taking Britain round. 
Was jufl one annual hundred pound * ; 

* Paid to the poet-laureat, which ^lace was given to Mr. Colley 
Gibber a player. 

Now 
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Now not fo mrtch as in remainder, 55 

i)ince Gibber brought in an at;ainder ; 

For ever fix'd by right divine 

(A monarch's right) on Grubftreet line. 

Poor ftarv*ling bard,, how fmall thy gains f 
How unproportion'd to thy pains F 60 

And here a iimile comes pat in : 
Though chickens take a month to fatten, 
The guefts in lefs than half an hour 
Will more than half a fcore devour. 

So after toiling twenty days 6g 

To earn a (lock of pence and prarfe. 

Thy labours grown the critic's prey, 

Are fwallow'd o'er a difh of tea ; 

Gone to be never heard of more, 

Gone where the chickens went before. 70 

How {hall a new attempter learn 
Of diflPrent fpirits to difcern, 
And how diftinguifh which is which, 
The poet's vein, or fcribbling itch ? 
Then hear an old experience 'd iinner, 75 

InftruAing thus a young beginner. 

Confult yourfelf, and if you find 
A pow'rful impulfe urge your mind. 
Impartial judge within your breaft 
What fubjeft you can manage beft j 8© 

Whether your genius moft inclines 
To fatire, praife,. or hum'rous lines, 
To elegies in mournful tone, 
Or prologue fent from hand unknown. 
Then rifing with Aurora's light, 85 

The mufe invok'd, fit down to write ; 
Blot out, correal, infert, refine. 
Enlarge, diminifli, interline ; 
Be mindful, when invention fails,. 
To fcratch your head, and bite your nails. 90 
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Your poem finifli'd, next your care 
Is ncedftil tor trailfcribe it fair.- 
In modem wit all printed traiK iS 
Set oflf with numerous breaks— and dailies — 

To ftatefmen would you give a wipe. 
You print it in Italic type. 
When letters are in vulgar fhapes, 
Tis ten to one the wit efcapes ; 
But when in capitals cxpreft, 
The duUeft reader fmokes the jcft : i 

Or elfe perhaps he may invent 
"A better than the poet meant ; 
As learned commentators view 
In Homer more than Homer knew. 

Your poem in its modifh drefs, ] 

Cbrredtly fitted for the prefs, 
Convey by penny-J)oft to Lintot *, 
But let no friend alive look into't. 
If Lintot thinks 'twill quit the coft. 
You need not fear the labour loft : ] 

And how agreeably furpris'd 
Are you to fee it advertised ! 
The hawker fhews you one in print, 
As frefli as farthings from the mint : 
The produft of your toil and fweating ; j 

A baftard of your own begetting. 

Be fure at Will's f , the foll'wing day, 
Lie fnug, and hear what critics fay. 
And if you find the gen'ral vogue 
Pronounces you a ftupid rogue, i 

Damns all your thoughts as low and little. 
Sit ftill, and fwallow down your fpittle. 



• A bookfeller in London, 
t The poei« coffechoufe. 
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Be filent as a politician, 

For talking may beget fufpicion : 

Or praife the judgement of the town, I2J 

And help yourfelf to run it down. 

Give up your fond paternal pride. 

Nor argue on the weaker fide : 

For poems read without a name 

We julHy praife, or juftly blame ; 1 30 

And critics have no partial views, 

Cxcept they know whom they abuft-: 

And fince you ne'er provok'd their fpitc, 

Depend upon't their judgement's right. 

But if you blab, you are undone : 13 J 

Confider what a rilk you run : 

You lofe your credit all at once ; 

The town will mark you for a dunce ; 

The vileft doggrel Grubftreet fends 

Will pafs for yours with foes and friends ; 140 

And you muft bear the whole difgrace. 

Till fome frefli blockhead takes your place. 

Your fecrct kept, j^our poem fiink. 
And fent in quires to line a^crunk. 
If ftill you be difpos'd to rhyme, 145 

Go try your hand a fecond time. 
Again you fail ; yet Safe's the word ; 
Take courage, and atten^pt a third. 
But firft with care employ your thoughts. 
Where critics mark'd your former faults • 1 50 

The trivial turns, the borrow'd wit. 
The fimiles that nothing fit ; 
The cant which ev'ry fool repeats, 
Town jefts, and cofieehoufe conceits ; 
Defcriptions tedious, flat, and dry, 155 

And introduce'd the Lord knows why : 
Or where you find your fury fet 
Again ft the harmlels alphabet ; 
On A's and B's your malice vent, 
While readers wonder whom you meant t i6o 
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A public or a private robber ; 
A ftatefman, or a fouth-fea jobber ; 
A prelate who uo god believes ; 
A parliament, or den of thieves ; 
A pick-purfe at the bar, or bench^ 
A dutchefs, or a fuburb wench ; 
Or oft when epithets you link 
In gaping lines to fill a chink ; 
Like flepping-dones to fave a flride 
In ftreets where kennels are too wide ; 
Or, like a heel piece, to fupport 
A cripple with one foot too fliort ; 
Or like a bridge that joins a marifli 
To moorlands of a diflF'rent parifh. 
So have I feen ill-coupled hounds 
Drag different ways in miry grounds. 
So geographers in Afric maps 
With favage piftures fill their gaps. 
And o'er unhabitable downs 
Place elephants for want of towns. 

But though you mifs your third eflay, 
You need not throw your pen away. 
Lay now aiide all thoughts of fame, 
To fpring more profitable game. 
From party -merit fcek fupport ; 
The vileft verfe thrives beft at court. 
A pamphlet in Sir Bob's defence 
Will never fail to bring in pence : 
Nor be concerned about the fale. 
He pays his workmen on the nail. 

A prince, the moment he is crown'd, 
Inherits ev'i-y virtue round. 
As emblems of the fov'reign pow'r, 
Like other baubles in the Tow'r: 
Is gen'rous, valiant, juft, and wife, 
And fo continues till lie dies : 
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Hb humble fenate this profefles 

In all their fpccchcs, votes, addrefles. 

But once you fix him in a tomb, 

His virtues fade, his vices bloom ; 200 

And each perfection wrong imputed. 

Is fully at his death confuted. 

The loads of poems in his praifc, 

Afcending, make one funeral blaze : 

As foon as you can hear his knell, 205 

Jhis god on earth turns d 1 in hell : 

And lo ! his minifters of ftate, 

Transform *d to imps, his levee wait ; 

Where, in the fcenes of endlefs woe. 

They ply their former arts below; 210 

And as they fail in Charon's boat, 

Contrive to bribe the judge's vote 5 

To Cerberus they give a fop. 

His triple-barking mouth to ftop ; 

Or in the iv'ry gate of dreams ♦ 215 

J^fojeft excife and fouth-fea fchemes ; 

Or hire their party- pamphleteers 

^0 fet Elyiium by the ears. 

Then, poet, if you mean to thrive, 
^tnploy your mufe on kings alive ; 220 

Jl^ith prudence gath'ring up a duller 
^ all the virtues you can mufter, 
^hich form'd into a garland fweet, 
^ay humbly at your monarch's feet ; 
^ho, as the odours reach his throne, 225 

Will fmile, and think them all his own ; 
'Or law and gofpel both determine 
All virtues lodge in royal ermine. 
(I mean the oracles of both. 
Who fhall depofe it upon oath). * 230 

• Svnf gevtintt ferny i portte, ^'c. 
Altera, candemi pe-fe£ia nitens ekphante, 

. VoL.Vm. T Your 
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Your garland in the following reign. 
Change but the names, will do again. 

But if you think this trade too bafe, 
(Which llldom is the dunce's cafe). 
Put on the critic's brow, and iit 
At Will's the puny judge of wit. 
A nod, a Oirug, a icornful fmile. 
With caution us'd, may ferve a while. 
Pi oceed no further in your part. 
Before you learn the terms of art ; 
For you can never be too far gone 
In all our modern critics jai'gon : 
Then talk with more authentic face 
Of unities, in time and place ; 
Get fcraps of Hprace from your friends, 
And have them at your fingers ends ; 
Learn Ariftotle*s rules by rote. 
And at all hazards boldly quote ; 
Judicious Rymer oft review, 
Wife Dennis, and profound Boflu. 
Ptead all the prefaces of Dry den. 
For thefe our critics much confide in, 
(Though merely writ at firfl for filling. 
To raife the volume's price a ihilling)^ 

A forward critic often dupes us 
With fham quotations peri hupfous*. 
And if we have not read Longinus, 
Will magifterially outfhine us. 
Then, left with Greek he iDver-run ye. 
Procure the book for love or money, 
Tranflated from Boileau's tranflation f , 
And quote quotation on quotation. 

At Will's you hear a poem read, 
Where Battus from the table-head, 

* A famous rrealife of Longinus, 
I By Mr. Wclfted. 



Reel 
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ig on his elbow-chair, 265 

idgemem with decilivc air - 
m the tribe of circling wits 
1 oracle fubmits. 
5 diredlions to the town 
it up, or run it down ; 270 

irtiers, when they fend a note, 
ng members how to vote, 
the {lamp of had and good, 
not a word he undcrftood. 
[Ion learn'd, you'll be fecure 275 

he name of connoijfeur : 
en your merits once are known, 
difciplcs of your own. 
:s (you can never want *em) 
hrough j^gufta Trinobantum *, 280 

ing by their peck of coals, 
c to juft nine thoufand fouls : 
er their proper diftridls govern^ 
md humour judges fov'rcign. 
ftreet a city-bard 285. 

ike an alderman^ his ward ; 
fputed rights extend 
1 all the lane, from end to end ; 
jhbours round admire his fhrewdncfs 
5s of loyalty and lewdnefs ; 290- 

; by none in rhyming well, 
jh'he never learn'd to fpell. 

3ord*ring wits contend for glory ; 

e is Whig, and one is Tory : 

s for epics claims the bays, 295 

It for elegiac lays : 

m'd for numbers foft and fmooth, 

s fpoke in Punch's booth : 

aclent name of London. 

• T 2 And 
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And fome as juftly fame extols 

For lofty lines in Smithfield drolls. .. 3,c^ 

Bavius in Wapping gains renown. 

And Msevius reigns o'er Kentiih K)wn : 

Tigellius place'd in Phcebus' car 

From Ludgate fhines to Temple-bar : 

Harmonious Cibber entertains 30^ 

The court with annual birthday -ftrains ; 

Whence Gay was banifh'd in difgrace. 

Where Pope will never ihow his face ; 

Where Y g muft torture his invention 

To flatter knaves, or lofe his penfion* 310 

But thefe are not a thoufandth part 
Of jobbers in the poets art. 
Attending each his proper ftatioD, 
And all in due fubordination ; 
Through ev'ry alley to be found,' 315 

In garrets high, or under ground t 
And when they join \htiv' pericr antes ^ 
Out fkips a book of mifcellanies. 
Hobbes clearly proves, that ev'ry creature 
Liv^s in a ftate of war by nature. 32O 

The greater for the fmaUeft watch. 
But meddle feldom with their match. 
A whale of mod'rate fize will draw 
A ihoal of herrings down his maw ; 
A fox with geefe his belly crams, 325 

A wolf deftroys a thoufand lambs ; 
But fearch among the rhyming race. 
The brave are worry'd by the bafe. 
If on Parnaflus' top you fit. 

You rarely bite, are always bit. 330 

Each poet of inferior fize 
On you fhall rail and criticife : 
And ftrive to tear you limb from limb, 
While others do as much for him. 

The 
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le vermine only teaze and pinch 335 

• foes fupcrior by an inch. 
iat*ralifts obfervc, a flea 
fmalkr fleas that on him prey : 
thefe have fmaller ftill to bite 'em, 
fo proceed ad infinitum. .340 

ev*ry poet in his kind 
by him that comes behind : 
though too little to be feen, 
.*afe, and gall, and give the fplcen*; 
unces fools, and fons of whores, 345 

rubftreet at each others doors ; 
the Greek and lloman mafters, . 
:urfe our modern poetafters : 
lain, as many an ancient bard did, . 
genius is no 'more rewarded ; - 350 

vrong a tafte prevails among us ;- 
nuch our anceftors oitt^fung us j .: 
erfonate an awkward fcoin, 
Lofe who are not poets born ; 
ill their brother-dunces lafli, . 355; 

croud the prefs with hourly trafh, . 

Jrubftreet I how do I bemoan thee, 

e gracelefs children fcom to own thee ! 

filial piety forgot, 

their country like a Scot 5 ' 360 

jh, by their idiom and grimace, . 

foon betray their native place : 

ou haft greater caufe to be 

I'd of them than they of thee, 

'rate from their ancient brood, ^^S • 

firft the court aHow'dthem food. . 

lains a difficulty ftill, . 
rchafe fame by writing ill. 
Flecknoe down to Howard's tlme,- 
•ew have reached the low fublime ; . 370 • 

T-3 For 
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For when our high bom Howard dy'd, 

lUackmore alone his place fupply'd : 

And left a chafm Ihould intervene. 

When dv.uth had finifh'd Blackmore's reign, 

The leaden crown devolved to thee, 375 

Great p:)Ct of the hollow tree *. 

But ah ! how unfecure thy throne ! 

A thoufand bards thy right difown : 

They plot to turn, in fa<Stious zeal, 

Duncenia to a common-weal; 380 

And with rebellious arms pretend 

An equal priv'lege to defcend. 

In bulk there are not more degrees 
From elephants, to mites in cheefe. 
Than w^iat a curious eye may trace 3^5 

In creatures of the rhyming race. 
From bad to worfe and w^orfe they fall ; 
But who can reach the worft of all ? 
For though, in nature, depth and height 
Arc equally held infinite, ^9^ 

In poetry the height we know ; 
' Tis only infinite below. 
For inftancc : When you rafhly think. 
No rhymer can like Welrted :i: link. 
His merits balance'd, you fliall find '}PS 

The laureat f leaves him far behind. 
Concanncn, more afpiring bard. 
Soars downward deeper by a yard. 
Smart Jammy Moor with vigour drops, 
The reft purfue as thick as hops. 400 

With heads to points the gulf they enter, 
IJnk'd perpendicular to the centre j 

• Lord Grimnon, author of a play called Love in an hollow tree. 

J Vide the treaiife on the Profound, in vol. 6. and Mr. Pope's 
Dunciad. 

f In feme editions, inftead of the laurear, was malicicufly infert- 
«<1 Mr. Fielding J for wbofe ingenious writings the fupp^fed author 
kath nuAireUed a great cfteem. 

And 
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their heels elated rife, 

ads attempt the neither Ikics. 

lat indignky and fhanie, 40^ 

itute the mule's name ? 

ing k s, whom heav*n defign'd 

;ues and fcourgcs of mankind ; 

in ignorance and floth, 

:y vice that nurfes botli. 410 

ritain, in thy monarch bleft, 
irtues bear the ftriiSleft teft ; 
lever fadlion could befpatter, 
ilter nor poet flatter ? 

ftice in rewarding merit ! 415 

agnanimity of fpirit ! 
leaments divine we trace 
I all his figure, mien, and face ! 
peace with olive bind his hands, 
i the conquering hero ftands. 420 

>, Indus, and the Ganges *, 
om his hand impending changes. 
Ti the Tartar and Chinefe, 
the icnees intreat for peace f . 
fort of his throne and bed, 425 

■\ goddefs born and bred, 
ed ibv'reign judge to fit 
ing, eloquence, and wit. 
ft hope, divine liilus, 

^ry late, O may he rule us !) 430 

rly manhood has he Ihown, 
is downy beard was grown !• 
nk what wonders will be done 
; on as he begun, 

— Snp?r ct Garamantas ct Indos 
-nperium, &c. 
lunc et Cufpb regna 
lorrent divum, &c, 
bot minor, &c/* 
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An heir for Britain to fecure 

As long as fun and moon endure. 

The remnant of the royal blood 
Comes pouring on me like a floodl 
Bright goddefles in number five ; 
Duke William, fweetefl: prince alive; 

Now fing the minifter of ftate :(:, 
Who fliincs alone without a mate. 
Obferve with.what majeflic port 
This. Atlas ftands to prop the court : 
Intent the public debts to pay, 
Like prudent Fabius *, by delay; 
Thou great vicegerent of the King, 
Thy praifes every mufe fhall fing ! 
In all afi^airs thou fole direftor, 
Of wit and learning chief proteftor ; 
Though fmall the time thou hafte to fpare, 
The church is thy peculiar care, 
OF pious prelates what a flock 
You chufe to rule the fable flock ! 
You raife the honour of the peerage. 
Proud to attend you at the fVeerage* 
You dignify the noble race, 
Content yourfelf with humbler place. 
Now learning, valour, virtue, fenfe. 
To titles give the fole pretence. 
St. George beheld thee with delight 
Vouchfafe to bs an azure knight, 
When on thybreafl and fides Herculean 
He fix*d the ffer and firing cerulean. 

Say, poet, in what other nation- 
^hone ever fuch a conflellation ! 



J Sir Robert Walpole, afterwards Earl of Orford, 
* *' Uous homo nobis cunQandorefHtiiit rem." 



I 
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Attend ye Popes, and Youngs, and Gays, 

And tune your liarps, and ftrow your bays : 

Your panegyrics here provide ; . 

You cannot err on flatt*ry's fide* 47^ 

Above the ftars exalt your ftile, 

You ftill are low ten thoufand mile. 

On Le^vis all his bards bellow 'd 

Of incenfe many a thoufand load ; 

But Europe mortify 'd his pride, 475 

And fwore the fawning rafcals ly <1. 

Yet what the world refus'd to Lewis, 

Apply *d to George exactly true is. 

^Xa^tly true ! invidious poet ! 

Tis fifty thoufand times below it. 48© 

Tranflate me now fome lines, if you can, 

^om Virgil, Martial, Ovid, Lucan. 

,They could all powV in hcav'n divide. 

And do no wrong to either fide > 

They teach you how to fplit a hair, 485 

Give G — ^— e and Jove an equal fliare ♦. 

Yet why fhould we be lace'd fo ftrait ? 

1*11 give my m— n— ch butter-weight. 

And reafon good ; for many a year 

Jove never intemeddled here ; 49© 

Nor though his priefts be duly paid, 

Did ever we defire his aid : 

We now can better do without him. 

Since Woolfton gave us arms to roUt him, 

• » ♦ ♦ * Cetera deftderantur . * * ♦ « • 

• " Divifam impcrium cuai Jove Cicfar hahkit. 
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A Charafter, Panegyric, and Defcripti 
the Legion-Club *f-. 

A S I ftroll the city, oft I 
-^^ See a building large and lofty. 
Not a bow-fhot from the college ; 
Half the globe from fenfe and knowledge ; 
By the prudent architeft 
Place*d againft the church direifl, 
Making good my grandame s jeft, 
Near the church % you know the reft. 

Tell us what the pile contains ? 
Many a head* that holds no brains. 
Thefe demoniacs let me dub 
With the name of Legion-club, 
Such aflemblies, you might fwear. 
Meet when butchers bait a bear ; 
Such a noife. and fuch haranguing, 
When a brother thief is hanging : 
Such a rout and fuch a rabble 
Run to hear Jack-pudding gabble ; 
Such a croud their ordure throws 
On a far lefs villain's nofe. 

Could I from the building's top 
Hear the rattling thunder drop, 

f I have Written a very mafterly poem on the legion cli 
240 li'-cs. 

The Dean complains, in letter 131. that oiher charadlers 
ded, ani in letter 133. rhat there were 50 d.ftVrent copies ; 
conri(h of juft 240 lines, and h.«8 every ner mark of a genu 
■ -N. H. Mr. H.iwkefvvnr h h s . u.nlered the lines of tl 
too little by two. It cnnfifts of 142 lines, 

X Tl c ntarcr the chuici), the farther from God. 
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: the devil upon the roof 
t devil be thunder-proof) 
d wiih poker fiery red 25 

the ftones, and melt ^he lead ; 
them down on ev'ry fcull, 
: the den of thieves is full ; 
deftroy that harpie's neft, 
night then our ifle be bleft ! 30 

vines allow that God 
imes makes the devil his rod ; 
he gofpel will inform us, 
1 punifli fins enormous. 

fhould Swift endow the fchools ' 35 

is lunatics and fools/ 
a rood or two of land, 
V the pile may ftand. 
)erhaps will afk me, "Why fo ? 

is with this provifo : ' 40 

the houfe is like to laft. 

e royal grant be pafs'd, 

the club have right to dwell 

within his proper cell, 

a paffage left to creep in, 45 

I hole above for peeping. 

lem, when they once get in, 

.e nation for a pin : 

: they fit a picking ftraws, 

em rave at making laws ; jo 

: they never hold their tongue, 

em dabble in their dung ; 

em form a grand committee, 

to plague and ferve the city ; 

em ftare, and ftorm, and frown, 55 

I they fee a clergy-gown ; 

em, ere they crack a loufe, 

Dr the orders of the houfe ; 

Let 
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Let them with their goQing quills 
Scribble {enfclefs heads of bills. 
We may, while they ftrain their throats, 
Wipe our a — $ with their votes. 

Let Sir T m ♦, that rampant afs^ 

Stuff his guts with flax and grafs ; . 
But before the pricft he fleeces 
Tear the Bible all to pieces : 
At the parfons, Tom, holloo, boy. 
Worthy offspring of a flioeboy. 
Footman, traitor, vile feducer, 
Perjur'd rebel, brib'd accufer ; 
. Lay thy paltry privilege aflde, 
Sprung from Papifts, and a regicide ; 
Fall a working like a mole, 
Raife the dirt about your hole. 

Come aiBft me, mufe obedient. 
Let us try fome new expedient ; 
Shift the fcene for half an hour. 
Time and place arc in thy pow'r, 
Thither, gentle mufe, conduft me : 
I fliall afl^, and you inftruft me. 

See, the mufe unbars the gate ! 
Hark, the monkeys, how they prate ! 

All ye gods, who rule the foul *, 
.Styx, through hell whofe waters roll ! 
Let me be allow 'd to tell 
What I heard in yonder hsU. 



• Sir Thomas P ft, z P— — C— r of Irdand, and fc 

informer of thac name. 

• " Di, qulbus imperium eft animaruRi, &Ct 

Sit miiU fas audita Lqui, Virg. i£n. lib. 6.^ 

2 
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Near the door an entrance gapes f , 
Crouded round with antic fhapes, 
Poverty, and Grief, and Care, 
Caufelefs joy, and, and true Defpair. 90 

Difcord pcriwig'd witii fnakes, 
See the dreadful ftride ihe takes 

Bytliis odious crew befet, 
I began to rage and fret, 

And refolv'd to beak their pates :}:, 9 J 

Ere we enter'd at the gates ; 
Had not Clio in the nick 
Whifper -d me. Lay down your ftich 
What, faid I, is this the raad-houfe ? 
Thefe, flie anfwer'd, are butfliadows, 100 

Phantoms bodilefs and vain, 
Empty vifions of th£ brain. 

In the porch Briarcus ftands. 
Shews a bribe in all hands [[ ; 

Briareus the fea'ctary, 1 05 

But we mortals call him C— y. 
When the rogues their country fleece, 
They may hope for pence a piece. 

Clio, who had been fo wife 
To put on a fool's difguife, 1 10 

To befpeak fome approbation. 
And be thought a near relation, 
Vhen flie faw three hundred brutes 
All involv'd in wild difputes. 

Roaring till their lungs were fpent, 115 

Privilege of parliaments 
Now a new misfortune feels, 
Dreading to be laid by th* heek. 

•** Veftibalum an'e ipfum, &c. Virg. JBm. UK 2. 

t Et, ni docla coir.es, &c. lb. lib, 6« 

U Et centum geminn^ Briareus, de. Ibid* 

VoL.Vm. V Vera 
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Never durfl: a mufc before 
Enter that infernal door ; 
Clio ftiHed with the Imell, 
Into fplecn and vapours fell. 
By the Sty g' an fteanis that Hzw 
From the dire infc<Eiii«^ crew. 
Not the ftench of lake Averiuis 
Could have more offended her nofe ; 
Had fhe fiown but o*er the top, 
She had felt her pinions drop. 
And by exhalations dire. 
Though a goddefs, muft eypirc^ 
In a fright Ihe crept away ; 
Bravely I refolV'd to ftay. 

When I faw tlie keeper frown. 
Tipping him with half a crown. 
Now, faid I, we arc alone, 
Name your heroes one by one. 

Who is that hell-featur'd brawler. 

Is it Satan ? No, ^tis W r. 

In what figure can a bard drefs 

Jack the grandfon of Sir H s ? 

Honeft keeper, drive him further, 
In his looks are hell and murther ; 
See the fcowling vifage drop, 
Juft as when he murdcr'd T- . p> 

Keeper, (hew me where to fix 
On the puppy pair of Dicks; 
By their lantern jaws and leathern, 
Ton might fwear they both are brethren ; 
Dick Fitz- Baker, Dick the player. 
Old acquaintance, are you there ? 
Dear companions, hug and kiis, 
Tpaft dW glorious in your pi{s. 
Tie 'em, keeper, in a tether, 
JLct 'c^ lilarvc and ftink together j 
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Both arc apt to be unruly, 1 5 J 

Lafli 'em daily, lafh 'em duly ; 
Though 'tis hopelefs to reclaim them, 
Scorpion-rods perhaps may tame them. 

Keeper, yon old dotard fmoke, 
Sweetly fnoring in his cloak. !(;• 

Who is he ? 'Tis humdrum W ne. 

Half encompafe'd by his kin : 

There obferve the tribe of B— h^m,. 

For he never fails to bring 'em ; 

Wliile he fleeps the whole debate, I.65 

They fubmiffive round him wait ; 

Yet would gladly fee the hunks 

In his grave, and fearch his trunks. 

See, they gently twitch his coat, 

Jnft to yawn, and give his vote, x 7t 

Always firm in his vocation, 

Fer the c , againft rfic n — -', 

Thofe arc A s Jack and Bob, 

'irft in ev'ry wicked job; 

Son and brother to a queer I75 

Srainfick brute, they call a peer. 

^c muft give them better quarter, 

For their anceftor trod mortar,. 

And at H th to boaft his fame, 

On a chimney cut his name. it^ 

There fits C— nts, D— ks, and H n, 

How they fwagger from the garrifon. 
Such a triplet could you tell 
Where to find on this fide hell ? 

H — —n, andD ks, andC nts, iS^ 

Keeper, fee they have their payments. 
£v*ry mifchiefs in their hearts ; 
If they fail; 'tis want of parts. 

TI 2 B!rfs 
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Blefs us, M— — n ! art thou there, man 
Blefs mine eyes ! art thou the chairman ! 
Chairman to your damn*d committee I 
Yet I look on thee with pity. 
Dreadful fight ! what learn 'd M— n 
Mctamorphos*d to a Gorgon 1 
For thy horrid looks, I own. 
Half convert me to a ftope : 
Haifl thou been fo long at f(;hoo],, 
Now to turn a faftious tool ? 
jflma mater was thy mother, 
JEv'ry young divine thy brothcr^^ 
Thou a dilbbedient varlet. 
Treat thy mother like a harlot ! 
Thou, ungrateful to thy teachers. 
Who arc all grown rev 'rend preachers F 

M. , would it not fiirprife one ? 

^urn thy nourifhment to poifon ! 
When you walk among your books, 
They reproach you with their looks ; 
Bind them faft, or from their ftielves 
They will come, and right themfelves : 
Homer, Plutarch, Virgil, Flaccus, 
AH in arms prepare to back us : 
Soon repent, or put to flaughrer 
Ev'ry Oreek and Roman author. 
Will you, in your faction's phrafc,- 
Send the clergy all to grafe ; 
And, to make your projedl pafs. 
Leave them not a blade of grafs ? 

How I want thee, hum'rous Hogarth f 
Thou, I hear, a pleafant rogue art ; 
Were but you and I acquainted, 
Ev'ry monfter fljould be painted : 
You fliould try your graving tools 
Oa this odious group of fools ; 
Draw the beads as I defcribe them 
Fmm their features, while I gibe them ; 
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Xknw them Ukc, for I aflurc yc, 

"You will need no car'catura ; 

Draw them fo, that we may trace 

-AH the foul in ev'ryface, 23e 

Keeper, I muft now retire, 
^on have done what I defire : 
But I feel my fpirits^f()ent 
^iththenoife, the light, the fcent. 
•* Pray, be patient, you drall find iJJ 

• * Half the beft are ftill behind : 
** You have hardly feen a fcore, 
*• I can fhew two hundred more." 
Keeper, I. have feen enough; 

'Xaking then a pinch of fnuff, 24^ 

1 concluded, looking round 'em, 
*^ May their god,- the d — 1, confound 'em.'" 

AaX AX/'\XXX^'^.XXXX?'^% Axx/>^x XA .• \ a a AAA 

* An APOLOGY, &c, 

A. Lady wift as well as fair, 
•^^ Whofe confcience always was her care. 
Thoughtful upon a point of moment. 
Would have the text as well as comment : 
So hearing of a grave divine, 5 

She fent to bid him come and dine. 
But you muA: know he was not quite 
So grave as to be unpolitc ; 
Thought human learning would not leflen 
The dignity of his profeffion ; !• 

And if you'd heard the man difcourfe^ 
Or preach, yoy'd like him fcarce the worfc. 
He long had bid the court farewcl. 
Retreating iUent to his cell ; 

tJ3 Sufpeftcd 
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Sufpcfted for the lav« he bore 
To one who fway'd fome time before ; 
Which made it more fiirpriiiog l^ow 
llefhould be feat for thither now. 

The meflage told, he gapes, and ftares, 
And fcarce believes liis eyes,, or ears ; 
Could not conceive what it fhould. mean. 
And fain would hear it told again. 
But then the 'fquire fo trim and nice> 
*Twere rude to make him tell it twice ; 
So bow'd, was thankful for the honour : 
And would not fail to wait upon her. 
His beaver bruih'd, his ihoes, ^nd gown, 
^way he trudges into town ;. 
Pafles the lower caftle-yard. 
And now advancing to the guards 
He trembles at the thoughts of ftate ; 
F6r confcious of his fheepiili gait. 
His fpirits of a fudden fail him, 
He ftopt, and could not tell what ail'd him. 

What was the meflage I receiv'd ? 
Why certainly the Captain rav'd ? 
To dine with her ! and come at three f 
Impoflible ! it can*t be ine. 
Or may be I miftook the word ; 
My Lady-1— — itmuft be my Lord, 

My Lord's abroad ; my Lady too : 
What muft th' vnhappy Doctor do ? 
•* Is Capt. Crach'rode here *, pcay ?"-!-No. 
^* Nay, then 'tis.time for me to go." 
Am I awake, or do I dream ? 
1 *tA fure he call'd me by my name : 
Nam'd me as plain as he could fpeak. 
And yet there muft be fome miftake. 

* The gentleman who brought the meflage. 
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E^hat a jefl fbould i have been, 

»w my Lady been within ? 59 

ould I've have faid ? I'm mighty glad 

nt abroad — fhe'd thought me mad. 

ur of dining now is paft : 

len, ril e'n go home and faft ; 

ice I 'fcap'd being made a feoff, 55 

Vm very fairly off. 

ly now returning home, 

' Crach'rode, is the Doctor come ?" 

not heard of him ** pray fee, 

now a quarter after three." 60 

Lptain walks about, and fearches 
;h all the rooms, and courts, and arches ; 
cs all the fervants round, 

no doftor's to be foimd. 

Jy. could not chufe but wonder : 65 

ain, I fear you've made fome blunder. 

t pray, to-morrow go at ten, 

ry his manners once again ; 

idenefs be th' effect of knowledge, 

!bn fhall never fee a college." 70 

captain was a mart of reading, 

uch good fenfe, as well as breeding, 

)ath to blame, or to inccnfe, 

tie in his own defence ; 

ay another meflage brought : 75 

^ftor, frighten'd at his fault, 

;'d, and ftealing through the crowd, 

ale as death, then blufh'd and bow'd, 

y — and fault'ring, humro*d and ha'd, 

Ladyihip was gone abroad ; 80 

Captain too— he did not know 
:ther he ought to Hay or go ;" 
ftie'd forgive him. In conclufion, 
iy, pitying his confufion,, 

CaU'd 
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Caird her gopd nature to relieve him ; 

"Sold him, fhe thought fhe might believe him ; 

A ad would not only grant his fuit, 

But vifit him, and eat fome fruit ;. 

Provided, at a proper time 

He told the real truth in rhyme. 

*Twas to no purpofe to oppolc, 

She'd hear of no cxcufc in proic. 

The Doctor flood not to debate,. 

Glad to compound at any rate ; 

So bowing, feemingly comply'd , . 

Though if he durft, he had deny 'd«; 

But firft refolv'd to fliew his taftc 

Was too refin*d to give a feaft : 

He'd treat with noihjng that was rare,. 

But winding walks and purer air ; 

Would entertain without expencc, 

Or pride, or vain munificence. 

For well he knew to fuch a gueft 

The plaineft meals muft be the beft. 

To ftomachs clogg'd with coftly far^ 

Simplicity alone is rare ; 

Whilft high, and nice, and curious meatSj 

Are really but vulgar treats : 

Inftead of fpoils of Perfian looms, 

The coftly boafts of regal rooms. 

Thought it more courtly and difcrcet 

To fcatter rofes at her feet ; 

Rofes of richeft dye, that fhone 

With native luftre, like her own ; 

Beauty that needs no aid of art 

Through ev'ry fenfe to reach the heart. 

The gracious dame, though well fhe knew 

All this was much beneath her due. 

Like ev'ry thing atleafl thought fit' 

To praife it per maniere d' acquit. 

Yet file, though feeming pleas'd, can't bear 

The fcorching Tun, or chilling air; 

Difi 
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Difhirb'd alike ai both extremes, 
Whether he fhews or hides his beams r 
Though feeming pleas'd at M {he fees, 125 

Starts at the ruffling of the trees ; 
And fcarce can fpeak for want of breatfa^^ 
f n half a walk faagu'd to d«ath. 
Xhe Dodlor takes his hint from hence* 
1' apdlogife his late offence ; t^# 

** Madam, the mighty pow*r of ufe 
•* Now ftradgely pleads in my excufc.. 
** If you unus'd have fcarcely ftrength 
•• To gain this walk's untoward length.; 
•* If frighten'd at a fccne fo rude, I3f 

*• Through long difufe of folitude ; 
** If long confin'd to fires and fcreens, 
** You dread the waving of thefe greens ; 
** If you, who long have breath *d the fumes 
*^ Of city-fogs and crouded rooms, 14^ 

** Do now folicitoufly fhun 
** The cooler air, and dazzling fiin t 
*• If his majeftic eye you flee, 
** Learn hence t' excufe and pity mc, 
** Confider what it is to bear. 145 

'* The powder'd courtier's witty fnecr ;;. 
** To fee th' important man of drefs,, 
^ Scoffing my college-aukwardncfsy 
*' To be the ftrutting cornet's fport;. 
** To run the gauntlet of the court, 150 

** Winning my way by flow approaches^^ 
*' Through crouds of coxcombs and of coaches, 
*^ From the firfl: fierce cockaded centry, 
** Quite through the tribe of waiting gentry ; 
** To pafs fo many crouded ftages,. 155 

** And fl:and the flaring of your pages-;- 
" And, after all, to crown my fpleen, 
** Be told, — ycu are not to be feen : 
" Or, if you are, be force'd to bear 
'* Xhc awe of your majeftic air. 1 6© 

•* And 
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** And can 5 then be faulty found 
** In dreading this vcJxatious round ? 
** Can it be lYrange, if I efchew 
** A fcene fo glorious and fo new ? 
** Or is he criuiinal that flies 
*' The living luftre of your eyes ?"^ 

* A New Simile for the Ladi 
With ufcful Annotations* 
By Dr. SHERIDAN. 

75? make a writer mifs hU end, 
ToWve nothing elfe to do but mend* 

Written in the year 173 1. 

T Often try *d in vain- to find 

•■• A fimiie f for woman-kind^ 

A fimiie I mean to fit 'em, 

In ev*ry circumftance to hit :|: *em. 

Through ev*ry bcaft and bird I went, 

I ranfack'd ev*ry element ; 

And after peeping thro' all nature 

To find fo whimfical a creature, 

A cloud prefented * to my view> 

And ftraight this parallel I dre\r. 

Clouds turrt-with ev'ry wind about. 
They keep us in fufpenfe and doubt ^ 
Yet oft perverfe, like woman-kind,. 
Are feen to feud againft the wind : 

•f Moft ladies in reading eall this word a fmile ; but 
MOte, it confiHs of three fyllablcs, fi-mi-ie. In Engliflj, 

J U t to hurt them. 
■ • Not like a gun or piftol. 
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And are not women juft the fame ? 15 

For who can tell at what they aim f ? 

Clouds keep the ftouteft mortals under, 
WJben bellwing :j: they difchargc their thunder : 
& when the alarum-bell is rung, 
Of Xanti*s || evcrlafting tongue, 2a 

^e hufband dreads its loudnefs more, 
'»^lian light'ning's flafh, or thunder's roar. 

Clouds weep as they do, without pain^ 
And what are tears but womens rain ? 



t This is not meant as to (bootiog, but refolvinp. 
t The word bellowing is not here to be underftood of a bull j but 
*^loud, which makes a noife like a bull when it thunders, 

I Xanti, a nickname for Xantippe, that fcold of glorious memory, 
*ho never let poor Socrates have one moment's peace ot mind ; yet 
^•h unexampled patience he bore her peftilential tcngue. I (hall beg 
*neJadics pardon, if I infcrl a few paPagcs concerning her j and at 
^^efame time I tdurc them, it is not to leflcn ihofe of the prefent 
*ge> ^ho arc poflelTed of the like laudable talents : for I will confels, 
"Jiat I know three in the city of Dublin, no way inferior to Xantippc, 
•»o: that they have rot as g:cat mm to work upon. 

When a friend aflced Socrates, how he could bear the fcoldiiig of 
^•8 wife Xantij pc ? he letoitcd, and afked him, how he ccuid bear 
*he gaggling of his gccfc ? Ay, bui my ge-cfe lay eggs for me, uplitd 
^is friend. So doth my wife bear children, faid Socrates. Lig, 
Zatrt, 

Being aflced another time by a fiicnd, how he could bear her 
tongue ? he faid, ihe was of this u:V to him, that (he taught him to 
beartheimpertinencesof others with moteeafe when he went abroad. 
P/ut, de capiend, exhoji, uti.it. 

Socrates invited his friend Euthyd'-mus to fuppcr ; Xantlppe in great 
rage went in to them, and overlet the table : Euihyden:us rifing in a 
])affion to go off, my dear friend, i ay, faid Socrates ^ d d net a htn 
do the fame thing at your houfe the other day, and did I ihew any re- 
iieatment ? F/ut, dt ira akihcnda. 

I cculd give many more inAanccs of her termagancy, and his philo^ 
fopby, if fuch a proceeding might not look as if I wete glad or an op- 

r»rtunity to expofc the fair fex ; but to (hew I have no fuch dcfi^n, 
declare folemnly, that I had much worfe flotics to tell of her I eha - 
viour to her bufband j which I rather pafTed over, on account of the 
gmt efteem which I bear the lad cs, cfpecially thofe in the honour- 
able ftation of matrimony. 

The 
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The clouds about the welkin^ roam *, 
And ladies never ftay at home. 

The clouds build caftles in the air, 
A thing peculiar to the fair ; 
For all the fchemes of their forecafting f 
Are not more folid, nor more laftiag. 

A cloud is lights by turns and dark; 
Such is a lady with her fpark ; 
Now with a fudden pouting X gloom 
She feems to dai'ken all the room ; 
Again flie's pleased, his fears beguil'd [j, 
And all is clear when fhe has fmil'd. 
In this they're wondrbufly alike, 
(I hope the fimile will ftrike •*), 
Tho' in the darkefl: dumps ff you view 'em 
Stay but a moment, you'll fee thro' 'eih. 

Tlie clouds are apt to make refleftion ^:f , 
And frequently produce infection ; 
So Caclia with fmall provocation 
Blafts ev'ry neighbouir's reputation. 

The clouds delight in gaudy fhjow. 
For they, like ladies, have their beau ; 
The graveft matron * will confefs, 
Ihat flie herfelf is fond of drefs. 



• Ramble. 

•f- Nv)t vomitirrg. 

j Thrufting out the lip. 

Ij This is to Vc underltooH, not in the fenfc of wort, wh( 
put ycaft or barm in it ; bnc its true moaning is, deceived c 

•* Hit your fancy. 

ff Sullen fits. Wc have a merry jigg called Dumptcy 
vented to roufe ladies frogn the dumps. 

JJ Refltd>ion of the fun. 

• Moihcfly women. 
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Obferve the clouds in pomp arrayed, 
What various colours are difplay'd, 50 

The piak, the rofe, the vilets dye. 
In that great drawing-room, the Iky ; 
How do thefe differ from our graces f 
In^arden-filks, brocades, and laces ? 
Are they not fuch another fight, 55 

When met upon a birthday-night ? 

The clouds delight to change their faihion : 
Dear ladies, be not in a paffion, 
^or let this whim to you feem ftrange, 
Who ev'ry hour delight in change. 60 

In them and you alike are feen 
The fuUen fymptoms of the fpleen ; 
The moment that your vapours rife, 
We fee them dropping from your eyes. 

In evening fair you may behold 6^ 

The clouds are fringe 'd with borrowed gold ; 
And this is many a lady's cafe, 
"Who flaunts about in borrowed lace f. 

Grave matrons are like clouds of fnow, 
Their words fall thick, and fwift, and flow ; 70 
While briflc coquettes ||, like rattling hail, 
Our ears on ev'ry fide affail. 

Clouds, when they intercept our fight, 
Deprive us of celcftial light : 



f Not grace before and after meat, nor their graces the ducheflts j 
fcut the graces \vbich atienJed on Venus. 

.% Not Flanders lace, but gold and Clver lace. Bj borrowed, is 
m.ant fuch as run in honeft trade fm ens deb.s for what l^ey were n t 
•ble to pay, at many of them did for French filver lace againfl the Lft 
birthday. 

I Girh who love to hear them felvfs prate, and put en a numb.r 
«f inookey^airs to catch men. 

VoL.vm. X ?«v 
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So when my Chloc I puriue, 75 

No heaven bdidcs 1 hive in view. 

Thus, on comparifon ♦, you fee. 
In ev'ry in (lance they agree, 
•So like, fo very much the fame, 
That one may go by t 'other's name. ^0 

Let me proclaim f it then aloud. 
That ev'ry woman is a cloud. 

An Answer to a icandalous Poem, where- 
in the author moll audaciously prefumes to 
caft an indignity upon their Highneffes the 
Clouds, by comparing them to a Wo- 
man. 

Written by Dermot O-Nepheley, Chief Cap 
of Hoxvnh J. 

Written in the Year 1733. 

PRcfumpuious Mrd 1 how could you dare 
A woman with a cloud compare ? 
Strange pndc and hifolence you (how. 
Inferior mort,\ls there below. 
And is our ihunvlcr in your ears ^ 

So frequent or fo loud as theirs ? 
Alas ! our ihund{.'r foon goes out ; 
And only m.ikcs you more devout. 
Then is not female clatter worfe. 
That drives you not to pray, but curfe i i^ 

•_ IJ iopc none will be f) .uncoxnp]ai£uxt to the ladies, as totbi"* 
|iicio ihe whole \%o:U, nott^ proclaim them as robbers v^^ 
Oghefi point of Hovih is collcvl the Cape of Howih. 
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We hardly thunder thrice a-year ; 
The bolt difcharge*d, the Iky grows clear ; 
But ev'ry fublunary dowdy. 
The more fhe fcolds, the more (he's cloudy. 

Some critic may obje^, perhaps, 1 5 

That clouds are blam*d for giving claps ; 
But what, alas ! are claps »therial. 
Compared for mifchief, to veneria^l ? 
Can clouds give buboes^ ulcers, blotches, 
Or from your nofes dig out notches ? 20 

^e leave the body fwcet and found ; 
We kill, 'tis, true, but never wound. 

You know a cloudy fky befpeaks 
Jab weather when the morning breaks > 
But women, in a cloudy plight, 25 

Foretell a ftorm to laft till night. 

A cloud in proper feafons pours 
His blefEngs down in fruitful fhow'rs ;. 
But woman was- by fate defign'd 
To pour down curfes on mankind. 3(5- 

When Syrius * o'er the welkin rages, 
Our kindly help his fire aflwages ; 
But woman is* a curs*d inflamer. 
No parifli-ducking-ftool can tame her : 
To kindle ftrife dame Nature taught her; 35 

Like fire-works fhe can burn in water. 

For ficklenefs how durft you blame us, 
Who for our conftancy are famous ? 
You'll fee a cloud in gentle weather 
Keep .the fame face an hour together; 40 

While women, if it could be reckoned, 
Change ev'ry feature ev'ry fecoud. 

• Thedog-ftar. 

X- 2 Ohfe\:vc 
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Obferve our figure in a morning. 
Of foul or fair we give you warning ; 
But can you guefs from woman's air ^ 5 

One minute, whether foul or fair ? 

Go read in ancient books inrolPd 
What honours we poffefs'd of old* 

To difappoint Ixion's rape, 
Jove drefs'd a cloud in Juno*$ fhape ; ^^ 

Which when he had enjoy*d, he Iwore, 
No goddefs could have pleas'd hhn more : 
No diflF'rence could he find between 
His cloud and Jove*s imperial queen : 
His cloud produce'd a race of Gentaurs^ SS 

Fam'd for a thoufand bold adventures ; 
From us defcended ab origine^ 
By learned authors call'd nubigina. 
But fay, what earthly nymph do you know 
So beautiful to pafs for Juno ? 60 

Before .Sneas durft afpire 
To court her Majefty of Tyre, 
His mothtr begg'd of us to drefs him. 
That Dido might the more carefs him : 
A coat we gave him dy'd in grain, dj 

A flaxen wig, and clouded cane ; 
(The wig was powder'd round with fleet, 
Which fell in clouds beneatli his feet) : 
With which he made a tearing fliow ; 
And Dido quickly fmok'd the beau, 70 

Among your females make inquiries. 
What nymph on earth fo fair as Iris ? 
What heav*nly beauty fo endow'd ? 
And yet her father is a cloud. 
^Ve drefs'd her in a gold brocade, 75 

Befitting Juno's fav'rite maid. 

Tis 
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known, that Socrates the wife 
d us clouds as deities ; 
he made his daily pray*rs, 
iflophanes declares ; 80 

fupiter took all dominion, 
y^'d defending his opinion, 
authority 'tis plain 
orihip other gods in vain, 
om your own experience know,^ 85 

/ern all things there below. 
How where we pleafe to guide : 
[ your paffions we prefide, 
fe them up, or fink them down^ 
think fit to fmile or frown ; 90 

ft as we difpofe your brain, 
tty, dull, rejoice, complain. 

pare us then to female race ! 
whom all the gods give place ; 
stter challenge your allegiance, 95 

: we dwell in higher regions, 
id the gods in Homer dwell 
and ftreams, or low as hell ; 
»ve, and Mercury his pimp, 
iier climb than mount Olymp, 100 

nakes you think the cipuds he pierces ? 
ce the clouds ! he kifs their a— cs) ; 
kve o'er Tenerifia place'd; 
tier by a mile at leaft ; 
hen Apollo ftruts on Pindus, 105 

him from our kitchen- windows j 
*arnafliis, looking down, 
-ft upon his laurel crown. 

never form'd the gods to fly y 
:les they mount the Iky : i :^:) 

fove would fome fair nymph inveigle, 
ics full gallop on his eagle j 

X 3 'V^o- 
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Tho' Venus be as light as air, 
She muft have doves to draw her chair ; 
Apollo ftirs not out of door, 
Without his lacker'd coach and four ; 
And jealous Juno, ever fnarling, 
Is drawn by peacocks in her berUn > 
But we can fly where'er we pleafe. 
O'er cities, rivers, hills, and feas ; 
From eaft to weft the world we roam. 
And in all climates are at home ; 
With care provide you, as we go. 
With funfliine, rain, and hail, or fnow. 
You, when it rains, like fools, believe 
Jove pifles on you through a fieve : 
An idle tale, 'tis no fuch matter ; 
We only dip a fpunge in water. 
Then fqueefe it clofe between our thumbs. 
And fhake it well, and down it comes : 
As you fhall to your forrow know ; 
We'll watch your fteps where'er you go ; 
And fince we find you walk a-foot, 
We'll foundly fouce your frize furtout. 

'Tis but by our peculiar grace. 
That Phoebus ever fhews his face : 
For when we pleafe, we open wide 
Our curtains blue from fide to fide ; 
And then how faucily he fhows 
His brazen face, and fiery nofe ; 
And gives himfelf a haughty air. 
As if he made the weather fair. 

'Tis fung, where-ever Caelia treads. 
The vi'lets ope their purple heads. 
The rofes blow, the cowflip fprings * 
'Tis fung, but we know better things 
'Tis true, a woman on her mettle 
Will often p fs upon a nettle ; 
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Dugh we own flic makrs it wetter, 

:ttle never thrives the better ; 1 50 

we by foft prolific fliowr's 

*ry fpring produce you flow'rs. 

r poets, • Chloc's beauty height'ning, 

re her radiant eyes to light 'ning ; 

n I hope 'twill be allowed, 155 

ght*ning comes but from a cloud. 

gods, like us, have too much fcnfe 

ts flights to take offence : 

n hyperboles demean us ; 

rab has been compared to Venus. 160 

own your vcrfes are melodious ; 
:h comparifons are odious. 



Tim and the Fables. 
From the Tenth Intelligencer. 

Y" meaning will be beft unravel'd. 
When I premife that Tim has travelled." 

as's by chance there lay 

bles writ by Mr. Gay. 

t the volume on a table, 5 

ver here and there a fable ; 

)und, as he the pages twirl'd, 

onkey who had feen the world : 

onfon had, to help the fale, 

i a cut to ev'ry tale). 10 

pnkey was completely drefs'd, 

au in all his airs exprefs*d. 

ith furprife and pleafure flaring, 
the glafs, and then comparing 

His 
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His own fwcet figure with the print, 
Diftinguifh'd ev'ry feature in't, . 
The twift, the fqueeze, the rump, the fidge an a 
Jufl as they look'd in the original. 

By fays Tim, (and let a f ), 

This graver underftood his art. 

'Tis a true copy, I'll fay that for't ; 

I well remember, when I fat for't. 

My very face ! at firft I knew it, 

Juft in the drefs the painter drew it. 

Tim, with his likenefs deeply fmitten. 

Would read what underneath yrzs written. 

The merry tale, with moral grave. 

He now began to ftorm and rave ; 

** The curled villain ! now I fee 

** This was a libel meant at me p 

** Thofe fcribblers grow fo bold of late 

** Againft us minifters of ftate ! 

^* Such Jacobites as he deferve,— — 

** Demme, I fay, they ought to ftarve." 

Dear Tim, no more Juch angry fpcches. 

Unbutton^ and let down your breeches. 

Tear out the tale, and wipe your a , 

/ know you- love to a6i a farce *. 



• Of the loth [Fntcirg.] I writ only the vcr'es, and of thofe 
the four Uft flovenly line.. Lettess to and from Dr, S^ift. 
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Ode to the Hon. Sir William Temple f . 

Written at Moorpark, June 1^89. 

Y ^^^^c, the greateft of all monarchies^ 
Till its fixft emperor rebellious man 
Depos'd from off his feat 
It fell, and broke wkh its own weight 
^to fmall ftates and principalities, j 

By many U petty lord poflefs*d, 
3ut ne'er iince feated in one fingle brcaft. 



• This ?• the title given to the poems that follow, by Mr. Hawkef- 
»orth : tboi^h it is certain, that feveral of them were poblifhed in 
be auther^s lifetime. 

t When the author*s pofthumous pieces were reprinted in Ireland, 
his and the fubfequent odes were omitted. 

Thtfe two odes, and a third, an cde to K. William, when his Ma- 
:(iy was iq Ireland, are the only fpeciraens-of Dr. Swift's that I know 
fin the Pindaric meafure. It is reported, that, in the early part of 
is life, he writ feveral poems in that irregular kind of metre j where- 
y itis certain, that he aquired no fort of reputation. I have been 
>Id, that hiscouiinthe famous John Dryden exprefled a.gooddeal of 
Dntempt for a pretty large coUe^ion of thcfe poems, which had been 
town to him in manufcript by his bockfeller: for which treatment 
verily behcve it was, that, in return to his compliment, the Dr. 
ath on all occafions been fo nnmercifully fevere upon that famous 
titer. Bat this kind of ufage among the liicklers for leputation, is 
in^ficd. by. immemoiiai prefcription. To the bed of my remen*- 
raocc, Dryden himfclf ha h declared, 

** Poets (hould ne'er be drones, mean hrjrrolefs things ; 
*f HkK guard,, like bees, tbci: labours by their flings." 

Swift. 
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'Tis you who muft this land fubdue, 

The mighty conqueft's left for you. 

The conqueft and difcovery too : m. 

Search out this Utopian ground. 

Virtue's terra incognita, 

Where none ever led the way. 
Nor ever fince but in defcriptions found, 

Like the philofopher's ftone ij 

With rules to fearch it, yet obtained by none. 

n. 

We have too long been led aftray. 
Too long have our mifguided fouls been taught 
With rules from mufty morals brought, 
'Tis you muft put us in the way ; 2^ 

Let us (for ihame) no more be fed 
With antique relics of the dead. 
The gleanings of philofophy, 
Philofophy, the lumber of the fchools, 
The roguery of alchymj, . H 

And we tlic bubbl'd fools 
Spend all our prefent ftock in hopes of golden rute* 

m. 

But what does our proud ign'rance learning call! 

We oddly Plato's paradox make good, 
Our knowledge is but mere remembrance all ; IP 

Remembrance is our treafure and our food; 
Nature's fair table-book, our tender fouls. 
We fcrawl all o'er with old and empty rules, 
Stale memorandums of the fchools ; 
For learning's mighty treafure look 3i 

In that deep grave a book,. 
Think Ihe there does all her treafures hide, 
And that her troubled ghoft ftill haunts tliere fine 

ihe dy'd ; 
Confine her walks to colleges and fchools. 

Her priefts, her train, and followers fhew 4 
As if they all were fpeftres too ; 
They purchafe knowlege at the expenfe 
Of common breeding; common fenfe, 
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At once grow fcholars and fools ; 

Affeft ill-manncr*d pedantry, 45 

denefs, ill-nature, incivility, 

And fick with dregs of knowledge grown. 

Which greedily they fwallow down, 
1 cafl it up, and naufeate the company. 

fV. 
!3urs*d be the wretch, nay doubly curs'd, 50 

(If it may lawful be 

To curfe our great enemy). 
Who learn'd himfelf that herefy firft 
[Which fince has feiz'd on all the reft), 
at knowledge forfeits all humanity, ' 55 

ught us, like Spaniards, to be proud and poor. 

And fling our fcraps before our door, 
rice happy you have 'fcap'd this gen'ral peft ; 
ofe mighty epithefs, learn'd, gooid, and great, 
liich we ne'er join'd before, but in romances meet, 
e find in you at laft united grown, 61 

You cannot be compar'd to one : 
[ muft, like him that painted Venus' face. 
Borrow from ev'ry one a grace ; 
:gil and Epicurus will not do, 65 

Their courting a retreat like you, 
ilefs I put in Gsefar's learning too. 

Your happy frame at once controls 

This great triumvirate of fouls. 
V. 
t not old Rohie boaft Fabius' fate, 70 

He fav'd his country by delays. 
But you by peace. 

You bought it at a cheaper rate ; 
r has it left the ufual bloody fear. 

To fhew it coft its price in war ; 75 

ir ! that mad game, the woi'ld fo loves to play, 

And for it does fo dearly pay ; 
r though with lofs or viftory a while 

Fortune the gamefters does beguile, 
t at the laft the box fweeps all away. 8o 

VI. Only 
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VI. 

Only the laurel -got by peace 
No thunder e'er caa blaft, 
Th' artillery of the ikies 

Shoots to the earth and dies ; 
Nor ever .green and flourifliing 'twill laft, 
Nor dipt in blood, nor widows tears, nor or 
cries ; 
About the head crown'd with thefe bays 
Like lambent fire the lightning plays ^ 
Nor its triumphal cavalcade to grace, 

Make up its folemn train w-iih death ; 
It melts the fword of war, yet keeps it in the fl 

VII. 
The wily Ihifts of ftate, thofe jugglers tricks 
Which we call deep defign and politics, 
(As in the theatre the ignorant fry, 
Becaufe the cords efcape their eye. 
Wonder to fee the motions fly) ; 
Methinks, when you expofe the fcene, 
Dowd the ill organ'd engines fall ; 
Off fly the vifors and difcover all. 
How plain I fee thro' the deceit ! 
How fliallow, and how grofs the cheat! 
Look where the pully's ty'd above ! 
Great God! (faid I), what have I feen! 

On what poor engines move 
The thoughts of monarchs, and defigns of flat 

What petty motives rule their fates ! 
flow the moufe makes the mighty mountain fl 
The mighty mountain labours with its birth. 
Away the frighted peafaats fly, 
Scar'd at the unheard-of prodigy, 
Expedt fome great gigantic fon of earth ; 
Lp it appears ! 
See how they tremble ! how they quake ! 
Out fl:arts the little beaft, and mocl^ their idle 

2 vm. 
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vni. 

Then tell (dear fav'ritc mufc) 1 1 5 

What fcrpent's that which ftill rcforts. 
Still lurks in palaces and -courts. 
Take thy unwonted flight. 
And on the terras light. 

See where fhe lie$ ! 1 20 

See bow ihe rears her head. 
And rolls about her dreadful ^jcs^ 
To drive all virtue out, or look it dead ! 
Twas fure this bafiliflc fcnt Temple theace, 
^nd tho' as fome (*tis faid) for their defeuQC 125 
Have worn a cafement o'er their (kin^ 
So he wore his within^ 
Made up of virtue and tranfparent innocence : 
And though he oft renew'd the fight, 
And almoft got priority of %lit, 130 

He ne'er could overcome her quite, 
(In pieces cut;, i^c y4)er ftill did reunite), 

im at laft tir'd with lofs of time and eafe, 
^folv'd to give himfelf, as well as^countiy^ peace. 

3i|ig (beloved mufe) the pleafurcs of retreat, 135 

And in fome untouch'd virgin ftriog 
5hew the delights thy fifter Nature yields : 
iiog of thy vale^, fing of thy woods, fing of thy 
fields ; 
Go publifh o'er the plain 
How mighty a profelyte you gain ! 1^0 

iow noble a reprifal on the great ! 
How is the. mufe luxuriant grown ! 
Whene'er (he takes this night. 
She foars clear out of .fight ; 
liefe are the paradifes of her owiu 14^ 

The Pegafus, like an unruly horfe. 

Though ne'er fo gently led 
■o the lov'd pafture where he us'd to feed, 
kuns violently o'er his ufual courfe). 
Voi-VIII. Y '^^tji 



ISA POSTHUMOUS PIECES IM VERS 

Wake from tfay wanton dreams, 

Come from thy dear lov'd ftrcstms. 
The crooked paths of wandering Thames 
Fain the fair nymph would ftay. 
Oft flie looks back in vain. 
Oft 'gainft her founrain does complain , 
And fofily fteals in. many windings down, 
As loath to fee the hated court and town. 
And murmurs as ike glides aw^. 

In this new happy fcene 

Arc noble ful^eds for your learned pen : 

Here wc cxpeft f rotrt ,jqa 

More than your predotcftbr, Adam, knew : 

Whatever moves our wonder, or xmr ^ort. 

Whatever ferves for innocent emUems of the < 

How that which we a kernel £ee, 
(Whofe well compaAod forms efcape the ligh 
Unpeirce'd by the \Avtnt rays of iight). 
Shall ere long grow into a tt'-ee. 
Whence takes it its increafe, and whence its 
Or from the -fun, or from the air, or from the 
Where all the fruitful atoms lie.. 
How fome goes downward to the root 
Some more ambitious upwards fly. 
And from the leaves,, the branches, and the 
You ftrove to cultivate a barren court in vain 
Your garden's better worth your noble pain, 
Here mankind fell, and hence muft rife agaii 

XI. 
Shall I believe a fpirit fo diit^ine 

Was caft in the fame mold with mine 
Why then does Nature fo unjaftly fhare 
Among her elder fons the whole eftate. 

And all her jewels and her plate ? 
Poor we, cadets of heav'n, not worth her cai 
Take up at bed whh lumber, and the leaving 
fate ', 
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Some (he binds 'prentice to the fpade, 18^ 

Some to the drudgery of a ti ade, 
(ne ike does to Egyptian bondage draw, 
Is us make bricks, yet fends us to louk out tor 
ftraw : 

Some (he condemns for life to try 
dig the leaden mines of deep philofophy : iQO 
){hc has to the mtife's galleys ty*d^ 
vain I ftrive to crofs this fpacious main. 

In vain I tug and puU the oar. 

And when I ahboft reach the fhore, 
a^ht Ac mufe tums'tfae helm, and I laimch out 
agsun : 195 

And yet to feed my pride, 
lene'er I mourn, ftops my complaining breathy 
th pxx>mife of a mad reverfion after death. 
XU. 

Then (Sir) atcept this worthlefs verfe^ 

The tribute of an humble mufe, 200 

i an the portion of my niggard ftars ; 
ure the hidden fpark did at my birth infufe, 
d kindled firft with indolence and eafe^ 

And fince too oft debauchM by praiTe, 
I now grown an incurable di&aie : 205 

rain to quench this foolifli fire I try 

In wifdom and philofophy ; 

In vain ail wholdbme herbs- 1 fow^ 
Where nought but weeds will grcyw,. 
ute'er I plant (like corn on barren earth> 2i<» 
By an equivocal birth 

Secds^ and runs up to- poetryir 



T a Tis 



2i6 POSTHUMOUS PIECES IN VIHSE. 

To the Athenian Soctety. . 
Moor-parkj Feb. 14. xOpr^ 

GENTLEliENy 

Cincc cTory body pretends- to trouble you ^kh, 
^ their ft^lies, I thought I might claim the priTi» 
lege of an Englifhman, and put in my {hare among 
the reft. Being laft year in Ireland, (from \<rhence 
I returned about half a year ago), I heard only i 
loofe talk of your fixiety, and believed the defigi 
to be only fome new folly jnft fuitable to the age, 
which God knows I little expeAed ever to produce 
any thing extraordinary. Since my being in Eng- 
landy having ftill continued in the country, and 
much out of company, I had but little advantage 
of knowing any more, till about two months ago 
paiBng through Oxford, a very learned gentleman 
there firft fhewed me two or three of your volumes, 
and gave me his account and opinion of you. A 
while after, I came to this place upon a vifit to — t 
where I have been ever fince, and have feen all the 
four volumes, with their fupplements ! which an- 
Iwering my expedation, the perufal has produced 
what you find inclofed. 

As I have been fomewhat inclined to this folly, 
fo I have feldom wanted fome body to flatter me in 
it. And for the ode inclofed, I havefent to^ 
perfon of very great learning and honour, and fince 
to fome others, the bcft of my acquaintance, (to 
which I thought very proper to enure it for a great- 
er light) ; and they have all been pleafed to tell mc, 
l^t they are fure it will not be unwelcome ; and 
^%I fhould beg the honour of you to let it be 
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printed before your next volume, (which, I think' 
i^ foou to be publiihed) ;, it being fo ufual before 
fiioft books of any great value among poets ; and 
before its feeing the world, I fubmit it wholly to the 
correftion of your pens. 

I intreat therefore one of you would defcend fo 
fo far as to write two or three lines to me of your 
pleafure. upon it : Which as I cannot but expert 
from gentlemen, who have fo well fhewn, upon 
ibmany occaiions, that greatefl character of fcho- 
lars, in being favolirable to the ignorant ; fo I am 
iuxic nothing at prefent can more highly oblige mc, 
or make me happier. 
I am, 

GENTLEMENi\ 

Your ever moft huxnble 

and moft admiring iervant, ~ 
Jonathan Swift. 

ODE to the Athenian Society. : 



Moor 'par if Feb. 14. i6i)U 

A S when the deluge firft began to fall, 
/jl That mighty ebb never to flow ag^iin, 
(When this huge body's moifture was fp great, , 

It quite overcame the vital heat ; 
Tliat mountain which was highefl, fitft of all 5 

Appeared above the univerfal main, 
Toblcfs the primitive failor's weity ii^x.\ 
And ^twas perhaps Parnafl\is« \i \u \ic\^\x 

Y3 
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It be as great as *tis in £ainf , 

And nigh to heav*n as is its name : 
So after the inundation of a war. 
When learning's little houfehold did embark 
With her world s fruitful fyftem in her fitcred art 

At the firft ebb of noife and fears, 

Philofophy's exalted head appeai*s ; 
And the dove*mufe will now no longer ftay. 
But plumes her filver wings, and flies away ? 

And now a laurel wreath flie brings from far, 

To crown the happy conqueror, 

To fhew the flood begins to ceafe, 2 

And bring the dear reward of viftory fmd of pcac( 

The eager mufe took wing upon the waves declim 
When war her cloudy afped juft withdrew, 
When the bright fun of peace began to fliine. 

And for a while in heavenly contemplation fat 2 
On the high top of peaceful Ararat ; 

And pluck'd a laurel branch, (for laurel was d 
firft that grew. 

The firft of plants after the thunder., ftorm, an 
rain). 
And thence with joyful, nimble wing. 
Flew dutifully back again, ; 

And made an humble chaplet * for the king. 
And the dove-mufe is fled once more, 

(Glad of the viftory, yet frighted at the war) 
And now difcovers from afar 
A peaceful and a flouriihing fhore : 
No fooner did fhe land 
On the delightful ftrand. 
Then ftrait fhe fees the country all around. 
Where fatal Neptune rul'd erewhile, 

Scatter'd with flow'ry vales, with fruitful garde 
crown'd, ^ . - 

• The ode I writ to the Kini in Ireland. 
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And many & pleifimt wood ; 
As if the xmiverTal Nile 
Had rather watered it^ than drown 'd ; 
ieema ibnie floating piece of paradiie, 
Prefiarv'd by wonder from the flood, 45 

9Dg wandering thro' die deep, as we are told 

Fam'd Deios did of old. 
And the tranfpcfrted mufe imagin*d it 
obe a £tter bir^-place for the god of wit^ 

Or the mnch-talk'd oracular grove ; 50 

When with amazfaig joy fhe hears 
An unknown mufic all around. 
Charming her greedy ears 
With many a heav'nly fong 
tf nature and of art, of deep philofophy and love, 
^hilfl angels tune the voicc^ and God infpires the 
tongue. 56 

In vain flie catches at the empty found, 
1 vain purfues the mufic with her longing eye. 
And courts the wanton echoes as they fly. 

III. 
ardon, ye great unknown, and far exalted men, 
te wild excurfions of a youthful pen ; 61 

Forgive a young, and (almofl) virgin mufe. 
Whom blind and eager curioficy 

(Yet aniofity, they fay 
1 in her fex a crime needs no cxcufc) 6$ 

Has fbrce'd to grope her uncouth way, 
iter a mighty light that leads her wand'ring eye : 
fo wonder then me quits the narrow path of fcnfc. 
For a dear ramble through impertinence ; 
Impertinence, the fcurvy of mankind. 70 

nd all we fools, who are the greater part of it, 
Though we be of two different faftions flill. 

Both the good-natur'd and the ill ; 
Yet wherefoe'cr you iook, yoju'll always find 
(Te join like flies, and wafps, in buzzing about wit. 
Js? me, who am of the firft feft o5 v\it.fe, -^ti 

All merif^ tiat tranfccads xlxe IxujcOc^a x\i^s.^ 
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Of my own dazzled fcanty fenfe. 
Begets a kinder folly and impertinence . 

Of adoiiration and of praife. to 

And oitr good brethren of the furfy fed 
Muft e*en all herd with us their kradred-fbds s 
For tho* poflefs'd of prefent vogue, they've madc< 
Railing a rule of wit, and obloquy a trade ; 
Yet the fame want of brains produces each cffcSt. 8j 
And you whom Pluto's helm docs wifely Ihroud ' 

From us the blind and thoughtlefs croud. 
Like the fam*d hero in his mother's cloud. 
Who both our follies and impertinences fee, • 89 
Do laugh perhaps at theirs, and pity mine and mc. 
* V » 
But Cenfure's to be underftood 
Th* authentic mark of the elcft, 
The puWic ftamp heav'n fcts on all that's great and 
good 
Our fhallow fearch and judgement to dircft.- 
The war, methinks, has made 9J • 

Our wit and learning narrow as our trade ; 
Inftead of boldly failing far to buy 
A ftock of wifdom and philofophy. 
We fondly ftay at home in fear 
Of cv'ry cenfuring privateer ; 100 

Forcing a wretched trade by beating dotim the falc, 
And felling bafely by retail. 
The wits, I mean the Atheifts of the age. 
Who fain would rule the pulpit, ai they do the- 
ftage ; 
Wondrous refiners of philofophy, 10; 

Of morals and divinity, 
By the new modifh fyftem of reducing all to fcnfej 
Againft all logic and concluding laws. 
Do own the effc£ts of providence. 

And yet deny the caufe. iio 

This 
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V. 

riiis bopefbl fc&f now it begins to fee 
:Iow little, very little do prevail 
Their jBrft and chkfeil forecr 
To ceDiure, to cry down, and rail, 
<fot knowing what, or where, and whoyou be, I z| 
Will quiqkly take another courfe : 
And by their never-failing wap 
Of folving all appeapaace» thev pleaie, 
iVe foon fliall fee them ro iheir ancient methods 

^nd ftrsught deny you to be men, or any thing at all. 
I laugh at the grave anfwer they will make, 1 2 1 
i^hich thex have always ready, general, and cheap f 
Tis but to fay, that what we daily meet. 
And by a fond roiftake 
E^erhaps imagine to be wondrous wit, 125 

And think, alas^ to be by mortals writ, 
U but dr croud of atoms juflling in a heap, 

Which from eternal feeds begun, 
Ftiftling fome thoufand years till ripen 'd by the fun ; 
They're now, juft new a» naturally born, 130 
As m>m the womb of earth a field of corn. 

VI. 
But as for poor contented mei 
Who muft my weaknefs and my ignorance conf eft. 
That I believe in much, I ne'er can hope to fee ; 
MetKinks I'm fatisiy'd to guefs, ij$. 

That' this new, noble,. and delighful fcene 
U wonderfully mov'd by fome exalted men. 

Who have well ftudied in the World's difeafe, 
(That epidemic error and depravity. 

Or in our judgment or our eye),'' 14a 

That what furprifes us can only pleafe.- 
We often ieaixh contentedly the* whole world round* 
To make fome great difcovery. 
And fcorn it when 'tis found. 
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Juft fo the mighty NUe has fuffer'd in its fame, 145 

Becaufe 'tis faid (and perhaps only faid) 
^Vc've found a little inconliderable head. 
That feeds the huge unequal ftream. 
Coniider luiman folly, and you'll quickly Ofwn, 

That all the praifcs ir can give, i^^ 

By which fome fondly boift they Ihall for ever live, 
Woii't p^iy th' impertinence of being known : 
Elfe why ihould the fam'd Lydian king, 
Whom all the charms of an ufurp*d wife and ftate, 
With all that power unfelt, courts mankind to be 
. great,. 15S 

Did with new unexperience'd glories mh^ 
Still wear, ftill dote on his invifible ring? 
VII. 
Were I to form a regular thought of fame. 
Which is perhaps as hard t^magine right 

As to paint Echo to the fight ; ll!o 

I would not draw the idea from^ an emptj name: 
Becaufe, alas, when we all die,. 
Carelefs and ignorant pofterity. 
Although they praife the learning and the wit, 
And though the tide feems to fhow 1<J 
The name and man by whom the book was writ, 
Yet how (hall they be brought to know. 
Whether that very name was he, or you, or I ? 
Lefs (hould I daub it o*er with tranfitory prai&r 

And water-colours of thefe days : 17^ 

Thefe days ! where e'en? th' extravaesuice of poetry 
Is at a lofs for figures to exprcfs 
Mens folly, whimfies^ and mconftancy. 
And by a feint defcription makes them lefi. 
Then tell us, what is fame, where fhall wcfcarch 
for it! ijj 

Look where exalted virtue and religion fit 
Inthron'd with heav'nly wit. 
Look where you fee 
The greateft fcoriv of leartxed vanity. 
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(And then how much a nothing is mankird ! 1 80 
''hofe reafon is wisigh'd down by popular air, 
"Who by that vainly talks of baiSing death ; 
And hopes to lengthen life by a transfuiion of 

breathy 
Which yet whoe'er examines right will find 
To be an art as vain as bottling up of wind) : 185 
nd when jou find oat thefc, believe true fame is 

there. 
Far above all reward^ yet to which all is due ; 
And this, ye great unknown, is only known in you. 

vm. 

The juggling fea-god, when by chance trepann'd 
yfome inifaruAed querift fleeping on the fand, 190 
npadent of all anfwers, ftrait became 
i fiealing brook, and ftrove to creep away 

Into his native fea, 
Vex'd at their follies, murmur'd in his ftream ; 
3ut difappoimed of his fond defire, 1 95 

Would vanifh in a pyramid of fire. 
This furly, flipp'ry god. when he defign'd 

To furniih his efcapes, 
Ne'er boiTOw'd more variety of fhapes 
Than you to pleafe and fatisfy mankind, 200 
nd feem (alnK)il) transformed to water, flame, 

and air, 
So well you anfwer all phenomenas there : 
lio* madmen and the wits, philofophers and fools, 
^ith all that fa<Etious, or cntliufiailic dotards dream, 
nd all the incoherent jargon of the fchools ; 20; 
Though all the fumes of fear, hope, love and 

ihame, 
jntrive to fhock your mind with many a fenfelefs 

doubt ; 
oubts where the Delphic god would grope in ig- 
norance and night, 

The god of learning and of light 
Would want a* god himfelf to help himout* aio 
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IX. 

Philofophy, as it before us lies, 
Seems to have borrowed fome ungrateful taftc 
Of doubts, imperiinepcey and niceties. 
From ev'ry age through whicl> it pais*d. 
But always with aftronger relifh of the laft. 21 J 
This beauteous queen, by faeav'n deiign'd 
To be the great original 
For man to drefs and polifh his uncourtly mind, 
In what mock-habits have they puther fincethe fkll! 
More oft in fools and madmen« hands than fages. 
She feems a medly of all ages, 221 

With a huge fardingal to fwell her fiufiian ftuC 
A new commode, a top-knot and a ruft. 
Her face patch'd o'er with modern pedantry. 

With a long Sweeping train 2^ 

Of comments and difputes^ ridiculous and vainj 
All of old cut with a new die : 
How ibon you have reftor*4 her rhanna^ 
And rid h^r of her lumber and her books, 
Drefs^d her again genteel and neat, 230 

And rather tight than great. 
How fond we are to court her to our arms ! 
How much of heav'n is in her naked looks ! 
X. 
Thus the deluding mufe oft blinds me to her ways. 
And ev'n my very thoughts transfers 235 

And changes all to beauty and the praife 
Of that proud tyrant fex of hers. 
The rebel mufe, alas, takes part 
But with my own rebellious heart* 
And you with fatal and immortal wit confpire 240 
To fan th' unhappy fire. 
Cruel unknown ! what is it you intend ? (friend 3 
Ah, could you, could you hope a poet for your 

Rather forgive what my firft tranfport faid : 
May all the blood, which fliall by woman's fcorn be 
ihed, 24$ 

1 Lie 
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ie upon 7011, and on your childrens head ; 

you (ahy did I think I e'er fhouldlive to fee 

he fatal tjme when that could be !) 

iave e'en increas'id their pride and cruelty, 

Ionian feems now abov-e all vanity grown, 250 

ill boafting of her great unknown 

onic champions, gain 'd without one female wile, 

Pr the vaft charges of a fmile } 
Thicfa ^tis a fhame to fee how much of late 
ou've taught the cpvetous wretches tp Q'er-rate, 
[ which they've now the confcience to wei^ 25^ 
In the fame balance with our teart^ 
And with fuch fcaaty wages pay 
he bondage aiyl the flaveiy of years, fus, 

the vain fex dream on, their emjpire .comes from 
nd had they common generofity, 261 

They would not ufe us thus. ^ 

Tell though you have rais'd her to this high 

urfelvcs are rais'd as well as flie [degree, 

nd fpite of all that they or you can do, , 265 
'is pride and happinfs enough to me 
to be of the f^e exalted 4ex with you. - 
XI. 

Alas, how fleeting, and how vain, 
en the nobler man, our learning and our wit ? 

I figh whene'er I think of it ! 27^ 

A« at the clofing an unhappy fcene 

Of fome great king and conq'rors's death, 
When the fad melancholy mufe 
> but to catch l^is utmofl breath, 
eve, this noble work fo happily begun, 275 
uickly and fo wonderfully carry'd on, 
: fall ^t laft to interefl, folly, and abufe. 
There is a noon-tide jn our lives, . 
Wliich flill the fooner it arrives, 
Ithough we boafl our winter fun looks bright^ 
fooliflily are glad to fet it at its height, 28 f 
To much fooner comes the long and gloom'^ 

DJgbu 
a. VUL Z >S;^ 
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No conqueft ever yet begun, 
And by one mighgr hi^ro carried to its height, 
£*er fiouriih'd lUKier a fuccefibr or a £bn ; 28; 
It loft fome migh|:y pieces through all hands it ps^i 
J^nd vantlh*tl 10 an en^qr tide in the laii. 
For when the animating mind is fled, 
(Which Nature never xan retain, 

Nor e*er call back again), 290 

The body, though gigantic, lies ail cold and dead. 

And thus undoubtedly 'twill fare. 
With what unhappy men ihall dare 
To be fucceflbf s to thefe great unknown. 

On learning's high eftabliih'd throne. 295 
Cenfure, and Pedantry, and Pride, 
Numberlefs nations, ftretching far and wide, 
Shall (I forefee it) foon with Gothic fWtrms come 
.•From Ignorance's univerfal north, [fortk 

And «uth blind ;rage break all this peaceful go- 
vernment : 300 
Yet (hall thefe traces of your wit remain. 
Like a juft map, to tell the vaft extent 
Of conqueft in your fliort and happy rcign : 
And to all future mankind ihew 
How ftranse a paradox is true, jof 
That men, wnoliv*dand dy'd without a name, 
Are the chief heroes in the facrediift i)f fame^ 
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LiiKD*s Invitation to Dismal^ to dixie 
with the CALVEff-HBAsr Club *« 

Imitated from Hob ACB, Epift. 5. lib. i^ 



f deareftDifinalj yon fw once eta dine 

Upon a fingk fifli and lavera wine, 

-1 — nd to you this invitation (ends, 

eat die calves head with jour trufty friends, 

pend a while your vain ambitious hopes, j 

ve hunting after bribesi forget your tropes* 

Mes aretaids comnvia recumien USlis^ 
: modica ceenare times plus omm patella % 

remo tefoUdom^ Tarauate mamho. 

♦ ♦*•*•#•»• 

'te lives fpes^ it certamina divitiafum, 



The mmibers of the Gal vet- bead ctab were ttboot fixt«ea of the 
:eft men in England. Thej dined once a week at each othert 
ea, or at taYerm^ if more convenient, by rotation. Swift wrote 
invitation in December 171 1* occafioned by his friend the Lord 
iforer Oxford*t hmttng to him one evening, that he wiflied abal-> 
vere made oo the Earl of***. The ballad, which, according to 
't*s obferiration, i> two degrees above Gmbftreet, was written and 
to the prefs the next morning ; auid when it was bronght by the 
tcr to that famous and grand ibciety, whereof Swift was a mem- 
Md read by one of the company, it made them all laugh a doeeo 
4 ; as we are told in a letter from Swift to Stella. It has abnn- 
e of wit and homour, ftrangely adapted to the proceeding! and 
ige of the Whigs at that particular |uAa«re ; and will grati- 
le men of tafte a«d fpirit, who are ail -of tliem ^Mrttt ef tW 
lor. Swift. 

Z 2 '^^^ 
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To-morrow wc our myftic feaft prepare. 
Where thou, our lateft profelyte, (halt (hare y 
IVhen we, by proper figns and fymbolsF teff^ 
How, by brave hands, the royal traitor fell $ i€ 
The meat fhall reprefent the tyrant's head. 
The wine, his blood, oirr prcdcceflbrs fhed ; 
Whilft an alluding hymn lome airtifts lings, 
We toaft confufion to the race of kings : 
At monarchy we nobly (hew our fpight, ij 

And talk what fools caft tre^on all the nighr. 

Who, by difgraces or ill fortune funk; 
Peels not his foul enliven'd when he*s drunk ? 
Wine can dear up G-d-lph-n's cloudy fece, 
And fill J-ck Sm-th with hopes to keep his jlzct) 
By force of wine ev'o'Sc-rb-r— gh is brave, 21 
Hal grows morepert, and S>-miit-rs not fo grave: 
^Wine can give P--rt— d wit, and CK-v-nd fcnfe,- 
M-H'-g— ic learning, B— k— n eloquence: 
Ch»ly, when drunk, can never lofe his wand, 2J 
And L— nc--n then imagines he has land. 

My province is, to fee that all be rjgRt, 
Glaifes and linen clean, and pewter bright; 
From our myftcrjous club to keep out fpies, 
And Tories (drefs'd like waiters) in difguifc. 30 

Et Mcfcht catijam, Cras tiato dsfare fejfus 
Dat veniam fomnumque dies : impune licebit 
JEftivam fermone benigno tends re noifem. 

^uid non ebnetas dejignat ? Operta recludit ; 
Spes jubet ejje ratas • in pralia trudit inermem :* 
ISollicitis animis onus eximif addocet artes. 
Faccundi calices quern nonfecere djfertum ? 
Contra6la quern non in pauper tate filutuvt ? 
Jfac eg^ procurare et idvieus imperor, et non 
Jnvitus\ ne turpe toral^ ne fordida mappa 
CQmget nareSy ne non es et cantharus, et Lnx, 

Yon 



POffTBUMOUS PX£G£S IN VERSE. 269 

Vou ihall be coupled as yon beft approve. 
Stated at ctUe next the men you love, 
S-nd-nd, Or-rd, B-le, and R-ch- d's Grace 
Will corner aad H-mp-n fliaU have W-p-leS 

place. 
W-rt— n, unlcfs prevented by a whore, 3 J 

Will hardly fail, ^nd there is room for morel 
But I'lov'e elbow-room whenever I drink, 
And honeft Harry is too apt to ft-k. 

Let no pretdtice of bus'nefs make you ftav ; 
Yet take one word of counfelby the way. 4c 

If Gu-m-y caU, fend word you're gone abroad, 
He'll teafe you with King Charles, and Biihop Laud, 
Or make you faft, and carry you toprav'rs : 
Bat if he will break in, and walk up ftairs. 
Steal by the back-door out, and leave him there ^ 4(; 
Then order Squalh to call a hackney-chair. 

Oftendat tiUic^ nefid^s inter amicus 
$itf qui diiiaforus eUmiwt ; vt caeat p.ir^. 
^mgoturque pari. Brutum titig Sif>fimiv.rri'}v% 
Et nifi cQsna priory potiorqut p ueVa fablnum 
Deiinet, affwmam : loots eft et plurUfus umbrU : 
Sed nhmi ar6fa premunt olida oonvivia capr^t. 
3mj quotus ejfe velis, refcrihe^ ft rebus arrJJpiS^ 
Atria fervantem pojlico falle dienf em. 
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* A Dialogue between a Lawteil atid Dr. 
Swift -f-. 

Imitated from Ho&acb, Sat. i. Book 2« 

Written in tbe year 1739* 

Oince there are perfons vrho complain 

*^ There's too much fatire in mj vein. 

That I am often found exceeding 

The rules of raillery and breeding. 

With too much freedom treat miy betters^ 5 

Not fparing even m^ of letters ; 

You, who are (kill'd in lawyers lore. 

What's your advice ? fhall I give o'er. 

Nor ever fools or knaves expofe^ 

Either in v^rfe or hum'rous profc. It 

And, to avoid all future iH, 

In my fcrutoir lock up my quill i 

Since you are pleas'd to condefcentf 
To afh the judgement of a friend. 
Your eafe conndcr'd, I muft think rj 

You fhould withdraw from pen and ink, 

-f This poem was wrote by Robert Lindlay, E^qji afrerwardi one 
of the judges of the common pleas in Ireland. He was a ^ntknaa 
remarkable for his learning, tafte> wit, and g(>n»is ; fo that in all pro* 
bability, he was one of the fineft fpirks Dr. Swift was erer acqaainted 
with in his whole life* He, from a truly patriot fpirit, ixipplied the 
Dean wiih all materials relating to the laws of the land, -which weie 
necafTary on occafion of the contaovttiy concer;iing Wood^s hftlfpencc. 
The Dean aknowledges his oblifationr to him in a lively and delicate 
compliment in the Drapier^s letters, [in vol. 3. let. q. p. 265.] The 
poem is a fpecimen of that fort of praife« or, to fpeak in the language 
or Lord Orrery, of that fort of flattery, with which Dr» Swift was 
daily fed in Ireland. Swift.*— The Dean apf ointcd Mr* liadfiiy ooe 
of his cxecu;ors. 
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ear your poetry and jokes, 
live like other Quiftiaii folks r 
If the Mufes muft infpire 
* faDcy with their pleafing fire,. 20 

fubjdEb iafer for your wit, 
I thofe on which you lately writ* 
mend the times, your thoughts correA^ 
follow the prevailing fed ; 
•t that Hyde, in writing ftory^ 25 

s all the malice of a Toij, 
e Burnet^ in his deathleis page^ 
)vers freedom without rage ; 
iToolfton recommend our youth 
earning, probity, and truthi 30 

noble genius, who unbinds 
chains which fetter free-born minds, 
ems us from the flavifh fears 
:h laded near two thoufand years : 
m alone the priefthood humble, 35 

: gilded fpires and altars tumble, 
aft I commend againft my confcience 
ftupid Mafphemy and nonfenfe i 
ich a iubje^ tune my lyre, 
fing like one of Milton's choir, 40 

re Devils to a vale retreat, 
call the laws of wifdom fate» 
ent upon their haplefs fall, 
force free virtue ihould inthrall ? 
^all the charms of wealth and pow'r 45 

e me pollute the Mufes bow'r ? 
I' from -die tripod of ApbUo, 
' frtnn my deik the words that follow t 
» by philoibpbers mtfled, 
: honour you alive and dead ; 50 

ftich as know what Greece has writ, 
: fafte vour irony and wh ; 
le moft that are, or would be gireat, 
; dread your pen, your perfon hate^ 
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And you on Drapicr's Hill muft lie,- 5} 

Aod there witliouc a mitre die. 



The Beasts Confession to the Priest, 

On obferving how moft men mUbke their owa 
talents. 

Written in the y^ar 1752. 

The P R E F A C E.- 

'* T Have been long of opinion; that there isnot' 

* *- a more general and greater miftake, or of 
^ worfe confequences through the commerce of 

* mankind, than the wrong judgements they arc 

* apt to entertain of their own talents. I knew i 

* fluttering alderman in London, a great £requen^ 

* er of coffee*houfes, who, when a frefh ncwi- 
' paper was brought in, conftantly. feized it firft> 
' and read it aloud to his brother-citizens ; but lA 

* a manner as little intelligible to the ftanders-by as 

* to himfelf. How many pretenders to leamisg 

* expofe themfelves by chuiing to difcourfe on thoK 

* very pa^ of fcience wherewith they stre leaft ac» 
^ quainted I It is the fame cafe in every, other qnar 

* lification. By the multitude of thoff who deal 

* in rhymes, from half a Iheet to twenty^ which 

* come out every minute, there muft 1^ at leaft 
^i.five hundred poets in the city and fuburbs of 

* London ; half as many coffee-hoiife orators, est- 

* clufive of the clergy; forty thoufandpoliticittos; 
' and four thoufand five hiuidred profound fcho- 

^^^l^rs : not to niention the wits, the railers, the 

^frt fellows^ and critics; all as illiterate and 

1. " impudent 
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* impudem as & fubfirb-wheFe. What are we to 
' think of the tine drefled fparks^ proud of their 
' own perfbnai deformities^ which appear the more 

* hideous bjr Ae contvaft of wearing fcarlet and 
' geld, with whatthoy call toupees * on their heads, 
' and all' the frippery of a modem teau^ to make a 
-* figure before woimen ; fbme of them with hump 
' Mcksj others hardly five feet high, and every 
' feature of their faces diftorted I I have feen ma« 
' ny ef theft hnifipid pretenders entiering into con- 
' verfation with perfons of learning,- conftancly 
' makmg the grofleft Uunders in every fentence, 
^ without conveying one fingle idea fit for a ra- 
*' donal creature to fpend a thought on ; perpem- 
' ally- confounding all chronology and geogmphy, 
' even of prei«a€time9i IcompHte, that London 

* hath eleven native fools' of the beau and- puppy- 
' kind for one among us in Dublin ; befides two 
^- thirds of ours tranfplanted thither, who are now 

* naturalized ; whereby that overgrown capital ex- 

* ceeds ours in the article of dunces by forty to 

* one ; and what b more, to our further mortifi- 

* cation, Hherc' is not one drftinguifhed foofof Trifh 

* Urth or education, who makes any noife in 'that 
r** famous metropolis^ unlefs the London prints He 

*- very partial* or defective r whereas London is-fel- 

* dom without a do:^n of their own educating, 

* who ingrdfs the vogue for half a Winter toge- 
/ ther, and are never heard of more, but givr 
•>* place to a new-iet. This- hath been the conf^ant 

progrefs for at leaft thirty years paft, only allow- 
ing for the change of breed and fafliioir/' 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

T&e foAowing Poem is gfounded upon tBe anivcr* 
hi folly of manciad of miftaking their talents ; by 

* WigB whb loog kUek ttiJt, w«is fm {<]iBi« jnx% ^tk* 



# 
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vhich the author doth a great honour tohn own ^e* 
cks, almoft eqaalling them with certain bmtes ; what- 
in. indeed, he is too partial, as he fireely confefith i 
and jet he hath gone as low as> he well coalds hjfye^ 
cifying four animals; the wdf» the ait, thefwine, iad 
the ape ; all equally mifchievous» except the laft. who 
ontdoes them in the artick of cunning: fogrtatiKk 
pride of man. 

TTTHen beafts conld fpeak, (the teamed Ikf, 
^^ They ftill can do fo every day). 
It teems they had religion then. 
As much as now we find in men. 
It happen 'd, when a plague brdke outf 5 

(Which therefore made them nKure dcTOOtJ, 
The king of brutes (to make it plain^ 
Of quadrupedes I only mean) 
By proclamation gave command. 
That ev'ry fubjeft in the land fO 

Should to the ^ncfk confiefa their fins ^ 
And thus the pious wolf begins. 

Good Father, I muft own with flume^ 
That often I have been to blame : 
I muft confefsy on Friday Iaft» IJ 

Wretch that I was, I broke my fiaft : 
But I defy the bafcft tongue 
To prove I did my neighbour wrong ; 
Or ever went to feek my food 
By rapine, theft> or thiiit of blood. QO 

The ais approaching next, confeis'd. 
That in his heart he lov'd a jeft : 
A wag he was, he needs muft own. 
And could not let a dunce alone : 
Sometimes his friend he would not fparc, 2? 

And might perhaps be too fevere : 
But yet, the worft that could he faid. 
He was a wit both bom and bred ; 
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' it J)e a iin or fhame, 

alone muft bear the blame : 30 

lit he haih, is forry for't, 

I are half a foot too ihort ; 

could he to the ftandard brings 

ew his face before the King : 

^r his voice, dtere's none difputes 35 

i's the nightingale of brutes, 

(wine with contrite heart allow'd, 
pe and beauty made him proud : 
was. perhaps too nice, 

ttony was ne'er his voice : 4;^ 

r turn of life content, 
eekly took what fortime fent : 
through all the parifh round, 
T neighbour ne'er was found : 
ilance might fome difpleafe ; 45 

ic, he hated fioth like peafe. 

mimic ape began his chatter, 
pil tongues his life befpatter : 
^f the censoring world complained, 
aid his gravity was feign'd : 5# 

the ftriAnefs of his morals 
:'d him in an hundred quarrels : 
% and he was griev'd to ice't, 
d was fometimes indifcreet ! 
md his virtues too fevere 5$ 

ir corrupted times to bear : 
ch a kwd licentious age 
well excufe a Stoic's rage. 

goat advance 'd with decent pace ; 
Irft excused his youthful face ; 6m 

enefs begg'd, that he appeared 
J Nature Mult) without a beard, 
ue, he was xK>t much inclined 
Qdnefs for the female kind *, 



^^x-. 
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Not, as his enemies objeft, 

Fh)in chance or natural defeft ; 

Not by his frigid conftitotion. 

But through a pious refolutioa ; 

For he had made a boly vow 

Of chaftity, as monks do now $ 

Which he refolv'd to keep for ever hence. 

As ftriAly too, as doth his Reverence *• 

Apply the tale, and you fliall find. 
How juft it fuits with human-kuxl. 
Some faults we own, but can you Ruefs ? 

• ■ Why, virtue's carried to exceS, 
Wherewith our vanity endows us, 
Though neither £oe nor friend allows us. 

The lawjrcr fwcars, you may rely on*<. 
He never fqueez'd a needy client ; 
And this he makes his conftant rule ; 
For which his brethren call him fool : 
His confcience always was fo nice. 
He freely gave the poor advice ; 
By which he loft, he may affirm, 
A hundred fees laft Efthcr term. 
While others of the learned robe 
Would break the patience of a Job, 
No pleader at the bar could match 
His diligence and quick dtfpatch ; 
Ne*er kept a caufe, he well may boaA, 
Above a term or two at moft. 

The cringing knave, who feeks a place 
Without fuccefsy thus tells his cafe : 
Why ihould he longer minch the matter ? 
He fail'd, becaufe he could not flatter ; 
He had not learn*d to turn hb coat^ 
Nor for a party give his vote x 

* Tht pried hit coAfeOir, 
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His crime he quickly under ftood 5 

Too zealous for the nation's good : 100 

He found the minifters refent it, 

Yet could not for his heart repent it. 

The chaplain vow$ he cannot fawn, 
Tho' it would raife him to the lawn : 
He pafs'd his hours among his hooks : X05 

You find it in his meagre looks ; 
He might, if he were worldly wife> 
Preferment get, and fpare his eyes : 
Bu< own'd he had a ftubbom fpirit. 
That made him truft alone in merit s i it) 

Would raife by merit to promotion : 
Alas ! a mere chimeric notion. 

The DoAor, if you will believe hitf), 
Confefs'd a fin 5 and God forgive him I 
Caird up at midnight, ran to fave 1 1 5 

A blind old beggar from the grave : 
But fee how Satan fpreads his fnares ; 
He quite forgot to fay his pray'r*. 
He cannot help it for his heart, 
Sometimes to aft the parfon's part : 1 2b 

Quotes from the bible many a fentence> 
That moves his patients to repentance ; 
And, when his med'cines do no good. 
Supports their minds with heav'niy food, 
At which, however well intended, i 25 

He hears the clergy are ofiended ; 
And grown fo bold behind his back, 
To call him hypoci ite and quack. 
In his own church he keeps a feat. 
Says grace before and after meat ; .130 

And calls, without afFefting airs. 
His houfehold twice a-day to pray'rs* 
He fhuns apothecaries fhops. 
And hate? to cram the fick with flops ; 

VoL.VJJL A a \\^ 
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He fcorns to make his art a trade; 
Nor bribes my lady's fa v 'rite maid. 
Old nurfe-heepers would never hire 
To recommend him to the 'fquire ; 
W' hich others, whom he will not name, 
Have often praftis'd to their ihamc. 

The ftatefman tells you, with a fncer, 
His fault is to be too lincerc ; 
And, having no finifter ends. 
Is apt to difoblige his friends. 
The nation's good, his matter's glory. 
Without regard to Whig or Tory, 
Where all the fchemes he had in view ; 
Yet he was feconded by few ; 
Though fome had fpread a thoufand lies, 
*Twas he defeated the Excise. 
*Twas known, though he had borne afperfioE 
That {landing troops was his averfion : 
His praftjcc was, m cv'ry ftatlon. 
To ferve the King, and plcafe the nation. 
Though hard to find in ev'ry cafe 
The fitted man to fill a place ; 
His promifes he ne'er forgot. 
But took memorials on the fpot : 
His enemies, for want of charity. 
Said, he afi'e^bed popularity : 
'Tis true, the people underttood. 
That all he did was for their good; 
Their kind afFe6bions he has try'd ; 
No love is loft on either fide. 
He came to court with fortune clear. 
Which now he runs out ev'ry year ; 
Mnft, at the rate that he goes on. 
Inevitably be undone. 
Oh, if his Majefty would pleafe 
'i'o give him but a writ of cafe, 
Would grant him licence to retire. 
As it hath long been Vi\s ddwc. 
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By fair accounts it would be found. 

He's poorer by ten thoufand pound. 

He owns, and hopes it is no lin, 175 

He ne'er was partial to his kin : 

He thought it bafe for men in ftations 

To croud the court with their relations : 

His country was his deareft mother, 

And ev'ry virtuous man his brother ; 1^0 

Through modefty or awkward fliamc, 

(For which he owns himfelf to blame), 

He found the wifeft men he could, 

Without refpedl to friends or blood ; 

Nor ever a<fts on private views, 185 

When he hath liberty to chufe.. 

The fliarper fwore he hated play,. 
Except to pafs an hour away : 
And well he might ; for to his coft 
By want of Ikill he always loft ; 190 

tie heard ther€ was a club of cheats. 
Who had coatriv'd a thoufand feats ; 
[^ould change the ftock, or cog a die, 
A:nd thus deceive the fharpeft eye : 
^o wondef how his fortune funk, 195 

dis brothers fleece hmi when he's drunk. 

I own the moral not exa^H: ; 
ktides, the tale is falfe in fd6\ : 
Ynd fo abfurd, that could I raife up, 
^'rom field Elyfian, fabling -/Efop, 200 

■ would accufe him to his face 
Tor libelling the four-foot race. 
Zlreatures of ev'ry kind, but ours, 
Well comprehend their natural pow'rs ; 
^^'h^l€ we, whom reafon ought to fway, 205 

Miftake our talents evVy day. 
The afs was never known fo ftupid 
Fo aA the part of Tray or Cupid ; 

A a 2 '^^'^ 
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Nor leaps upon his maftcr's lap. 

There to be ftroak'd, and fed with pap^ 2I0 

As -^fop would the world perfuade y 

He better underftands his trade i 

Nor comes, whene'er his lady whittles ; 

But carries loads, and feeds on thiflles. 

Our author's nxeaning, I prefume, is 21 J 

A creature bipcs et implumis * ; 

Wherein the moralift delign'd 

A complimept on human-kind : 

For here he owns, that now and thea 

Beafts may degen'rate into mcaf. aw 



On Dan Jacks 0N*s pifturc cut in paper. 

'TpO fair Lady Betty, Dan fat for his pifture, 
•*' And defy 'd her to draw liim fo oft as he piqu'i 

her. 
He knew fhe'd no pencil or colouring by her; 
And therefore he thought he might fafely defy her. 
Come fit, fays my lady, then whips up her fciffar, J 
And cuts put his coxcomb in filk in a trice, Sir. 
Dan fat with attention, and faw with furprife 
How fhe lengthen*d his chin, how. Ihe hollow'd his 

eyes ;. 
But flatter'd himfelf with a fecret conceit. 
That his thin leathern jaws all her ai't would defeat. 
Lady Betty obferved it,^ then pulPd out a pin, U 
And varies the grain of the ftutf to his grin : 
And to make roafted filk refemble his raw-bone, 
She rais*d up a thread to the jet of his jaw-bone ; 

* A definition of man difapproved by a!I logicians : 
" Homo eft animal bipes, implume, erofto vultu." 
•f Sec Guliiver in His ac^ouct of the Houyhnbnms, in vol. 5. 
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Till at length in exafteft proportion he rofe, 1 ? 
^'rom the crown of his head to the arch of his nofe. 
\nd if Lady Betty had drawn him with wig and all, 
Tis certain the copy had outdone the original. 
Well, that's but my outiide, fays Dan, with a 
vapour, 
lay you fo ? fays my Lady ; Tve lin'd it with paper. 
p D fculpftt. 

A N O T H E R. 

"^Larifla draws her fciflars from the cafe, 

"^ To draw the linesof poor Dan Jackfon's face. . 

be floping cut made forehead, nofe, and chin, 

. nick produce'd a motuh and made, him grin, 

ich as in tailor's meafure you have feen.. 

ui ftill were wanting his grimalkin eyes, . 

)r which gray worfted flocking paint fupplics. 

hi' unravel'd thread-through needle's eye convey'd,, 

ransferr'd itfelf into his pafteboard-head.. 

ow came the fciflars to* be thus outdone ?' 10 

ae needle had* an eye, and they had hone. 

wondrous force of art ; now look at Dan— 

>u'd fwear the pafteboard was the better man, , 

icdev'l, fays h«, thehead is noffofull— - 

deed it is,.bchold.the paper- fcull. . 

TH0..5 vfculp.. 

AN O TH E R;. 

\AN's evil genius in a trice 

' Had Uripp'd him of his coiiv at d\ct v: 

A a 3 ^2s^Q«ir 
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Chlo€ obferving this difgrace. 
Oil Pam cut out his rueful face. 
By G , fays Dan, 'tis very hard. 
Cut out at dice^ cut out at card ! 

G. R J>/cuIp 

On the foregomg PICTURE. 

"tTTHilft you three merry poets traffic 
^^ To give us a dcfcription graphic 
Of Dan's large nofe in modern Sapphic,. 

I fpend my time in making fermons. 

Or writuig libels on the Germans, 

Qr murmuring at the Whigs preferments. 

But when I would find rhyme for Rochfort 
And look in Englifh, French, and Scotch for't, 
At lall: I'm fairly force'd to botch for't. 

Bid T.ady Betty recollect her i< 

And tell, who it was could direft her 
To di:aw the face of fuch a fpedli-e, 

I muft confefs, that as to me. Sirs, 

Though 1 ne'er faw her hold the fciflars, 

I now could fafely fwear, it is her's. i 

'Tis true, no nofe could come in better ; 
'Tis a vaft fubjeft fluff 'd with matter, 
Which all may handle, none can flatter. 

Take courage, Dan, this plainly (hows, 
That not the wifeft mortal knows, 
What fortune may befal kis nofe. 
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Shew me the brighteft Iriih toaft^ 
Who from her lov^r e'er could boaft 
Above a fong or two at mod : 

For thee three poets now are drudging all, 25 

To praife the cheeks, chin, nofe^ the bridge and all> 
Both of the picture and original. 

Thy nofe's length and fame extend 

So far, dear Dan, that ev'ry friend 

Tries who ihall have it by the end. 30 

And future poets, as they rife, 

Shall read with envy and furprife. 

Thy nofe outfhining Caelia*s eyes. Swift. 



Dan Jackson's anfwer. 

My verfe little better you II find than my fjce is^ 
' Jwcrdiathev^i/e, ut piftura poefis. 

THree merry lads with envy ftung, 
Becaufe Dan's face is better hung, 
Combiu'd in verfe to rhyme it down,. 
And in its place fet up their own ; 
As if they'd run it down much better 5 

By number of their feet in metre, 
Ch that its red did caufe their fpite. 
Which made them draw in black and white. 
Be that as 'Iwill, this- is nioft true, 
They were iofpir'd by what they drew, 10 

Let then fuch critics know, my face 
Gives them their comelinefs and grace : 
Whilft ev'ry line of face does bring 
A line of grace to what they fii>g. 
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Butyet methinks, though with difgrace 15 

Both to the pi^re and the. face, 

I fliould name the men who do rehearfe 

The ftory of the picture- farce ; 

The 'fquirein French as hard as. ftone,, 

Or flrong as rock, thsu's all as one, 2A 

On face on cards is very brilk, Sirs^. 

Becaufe on them you play at whiik, Sirs.. 

But much I wondtr, why my crany 

Should envy'd be by De-el-any ; 

And yet much more, that half- name- fake. 2} 

Should join a party in the freak. 

For fure I am it was not fafo 

Thus to abufe his better half,. 

As I fhall prove you, Dan, to be 

Divifim and conjundlively. ' 30^ 

For if Dan love not Sherry, can. 

Sherry be any thihg to Dan ? 

This is the cafe, whene'er you fee 

Dan makes nothing of Sherry* ;- 

Or fhould Dan be by Sherry o'erta'en, 35 

Then Dan would be poor Sheridanei. 

*Tis hard then he fhould be decry*d 

By Dan with Sherry by his fide. 

But if the cafe mufl be fo hard, 

That faces fuffer by a card, 40 

Let critics cenfure, what care I ? 

Backbiters only we defy. 

Faces- are free. from injii>T« 



ANSWER to Dan Jackson, by. Mn 
Gjborge Rochfort. 

"Y"OU fay your face's better hung 
"■• Than ours— by what ? by nofc or tongut. 
In not cxplauxing youv^etc ^i:ow^ 
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thus muft ftatc the cafb, 5 

ave got a hanging face, 
ly end's a damn'd difgrace- 

of noofe. Sir. 

not caft. down, I fee 

¥ill your hangman be : 10 

hang in tapeftry 

with many. 

he ladies, I fuppofe^ 
your longitude of nofe, 
:harms within your cloaths, 1 j 

dear Danny. 

he fair of cv*ry age 

irts make -their pilgrimage, . 

ly nofe with pious rage 

of love. Sir. ao 

ligion will be fpcnt 
woven monument, 
le orifon he fent 

to Jove, Sir. 

Ti'd idol will become 25 

rgrace'd in ancient Rome, 
i wor£bipp'd in the gloom 

of night. 

an ! Arice happy fure i 

or ever (hall enifaire, 30 

death can love fecure 

at fight. 

Dught it was my duty 
pon thy boafted beauty • 
oceed a word or two t'ye,. 



"t^ 
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To that part wliere you carry on 
This paradox. That rock and ftone. 
In your opinion all are one. 

How can. Sir, 

A man of reasoning fo profound. 

So ftupidly be run aground. 

As things fo diiFerent to confound- 



t' our fenffs 



Except you judg*d *em by the knock 4^ 

Of near an equal hardy block : 
Such on experimental ftrokc 

convinces. 

Then might you be by dint of reafon, 

A proper judg^: on this occafion : Jd 

^Gainft feeling there's- na difputation, 

is granted. 

Therefore to thy fuperior wit, 
Who made the trial, we fubmit : 
Thy head to prove the truth of it }J 

we wanted. 

In one afTertion you're to blamc^ 
Where Dan and Sherry's made the fame. 
Endeavouring to have your name 

refin'd. Sir. (^ 

You'll fee moft grofsly you miftook. 
If you confult your fpelling-book, 
(The better half you fay you took), 

you'll find. Sir. 

S, H, E, Jbe and R, I, r/, 6j 

Both put together make Sherry, 

D, A, N, Daa 'makes up the three 

reliables. 



POSTHUMOUS PIECES IN VERSE. 287 

Oan is but one, and Sherri two, 

Then, Sir, your choice will never do 70 

Therefore iSre turn'd, my friend, on you 

the tables, 

ANSWER by Dr. Delany. 

A Sfift me, my mufe, whilft I labour to Urn him 
'^^ Creditc Pi/ones ifti tabula perfimilem^ 
Tou look and you write with fo Indifferent a grace, 
That I envy your verfe, though I didn't your face. 
And to him that diinks righdy, there's reafon e- 
nouglu 5 

X^aufe one is as fmooth as the other is rough. 

But much Fm amaz'd, you fhould think my^ 
- defign 

Was to rhyme down your nofe, or your Harle- 
quin grin, 

Which you yourfelf wonder the deel fliould ma- 
lign. 

And if 'tis fo ftrange, that your monfterfhip's 
cranny it 

should be envy'd by him, much left by Dclany. 

rho' I own to you, when 1 confider it ftr idler, 

[ envy the painter, although not the picture. 

And juftly fhe's envy*d, fince a fiend of hell 

Was never drawn right but by her and Raphell. i j 

Next, as to the charge which you tell us is true, 
Fhat we were infpir'd by the fubjeft we drew : 
[nfpir'd wc were, and well. Sir, you knew it, 

Fet not by your nofe, but the fair one that f^^cw it . 

•-i ■ * 
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Had your nofe been the mufe, we had ne'er bee 
infpir'd, ^ 

Though pcrha|>s k might juftly'vebeen faid we wer 
fir'd. 

As to the divifion of words in your ftaves. 
Like my countryman's horn-comb, into three halve«> 
I meddle not with't, but prefume to make merry, 
You call Dan one half, and t'other half Sherry ; 2; 
Now, If Dan's a half, as you call't o'er and o'er, 
Then I can't be deny'd that Sherry's two more. 
For pray give me leave to fay. Sir, for all you, 
That Sherry's at leaft of double the value. 
But perhaps, Sir, you did it to fill up the verfe, 30 
So crouds in a concert (like aftors in farce) 






T?hj two parts in one, when fcrapers are fcarce, 
But be that as 'twill, you'll know more anon, Sir, 
When Sheridan fends to merry Dan anfwer. 

ANSWER by Dr. Sheridan. 



'T'Hrec merry lads you own we are ; 
, ■*■ 'Tis veiy true, and free from care, 
But invious we cannot bear, 

believe, Sir. 

For were all forms of beauty thine. 5 

Were you like Nereus, foft and fine, 
We fhould not in the leaft repine, 

or grieve, Sir. 

Then know from lis, moft beauteous Dan, 

That roughnefs beft becomes a man : - i^ 

'Tis women lliould be pale and wan, 
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And all your trifling beauic and fops. 
Who comb their brows and flcek their chof^ 
Are but the offspring of toy-fhops, 15 

mere vapour. 

Wc know your mof ning-hours you pafi 

IV) cull end gather out a face ; 

h this the way you take your glafs ? 

Forbear it. 20 

Thofc loads of paint upon your tDilet, 
Will never mend your face, but fpoil it. 
It looks as if you did par^boil it. 

Drink claret. 

Tour cheeks by flecking ai^ fo clean, 25 

That they're like Cynthia in the wain. 
Or breaft of goofe when 'tis pick'd clean^ 

or pullet. 

See what by drinking you have done, 

Y6\JL have mude your phiz a flceleton, 36 

From the long diftance of your crown, 

t'your gullet ! 

Dan Jackson's Reply. 

Written by the Dean in the name of Dan 
Jackson. 

TTTTEary'd with faying grace and prayV, 
^^ I hafl:enM down to country-air. 
To read your anfwer, and prepare 

Vol. Vhl B b '%^^- 



But your fair Une$ fo grofsly flatter,. 
Pray do th<;y praife me or bciCpauer j* 
I much fufpedt you mjeaBL.the lacit«r, 

ah fly-boot ! 

It muft be fo ; what oUe^ a)as i 
Can mean my culling of a £s^e» 
And all that ftuff ottoik^ gWt 

andbox<-bombi 

Sut be*t as 'twill, this you BCMift |;rant. 
That you Ve a daub, whilft I but pamt ; 
Then which of us two is the quaint- 
er coxcomb ? 

I yalue not^our jokes of noofe, 
Your gibes and alLyour foul abufe. 
More than the dirt beneath my ihocs, 

nor fear it. 

Yet one thing vexes mc, . I own. 

Thou forry fcai*ecrow o/ fkin and bone> 

I'o be caird lean by a Ikeleton, 

who*d bear it ? 

'Tls tiTie indeed, to curry friends, 
Yoq fecm to praife to mak:e amends, 
And yet before your ftanza ends, 

you flout mc 

'Bout latent charms beneath my cloaths ; 
For every one that knows me, knows 
That I have nothing like my nofe 

'about me. 

I pafs now whprc jfou. fleer and laugh, 

'Caufe I call Dan^my better half ! 

Ob, tImevfPVL think you have me fafe ! 



\ not a penny oftien fbun4 

fo be much greater tkan a pound ? 

(^ your good leave, my moft profound, > 

Mid bold Sir, 44 

I^'s noble mettle* Sberr^bafe^ 
80 Dan's the better, tbcmgh the left. 
An ounce of gold't ^KMrth «eaof iMni^ 

dull pedant. 

As to your fpteHtng^ kt mc ftc, -ig 

li S HE makes y%rr» ditid R I malres i^^. 
Good fpelling mafter, your trasy 

has lead on't» 

Mother REPLY lyy the DfiAiff in Dam 
Jackson's name. 

r'Hree days for anlwer I have waited, 

^ I thought an ace you'd nc*cr havelwied, 

tndart thou ibrccM toyield, ill-fated 

poetafter ? 

kncef orth at:knowl«%e *at * iK)fe 5: 

M thy dimenfions fit for profe ; 
utcvery one that koows^^ Dan, knows 

thy mailer. 

lufli for iH fpelHng, dfbr iUlmcs. 

Lnd fly with hurry to Rwnnes i rr 

'by fame, thy genius now declines, 

proujfl boafter. 



Bb^^ 
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I hear with fome concern you roar. 
And flying think to quit the (core. 
By clapping billets on your door ^ 

andpofts. Sir 

Thyruin, Tom, Inevermeant, 
I'm griev'd to h^ar your baniffameni^ 
But pleas*d to find you do relent 

and cry od» ao 

I maul'd you when you look'd A> blutf^' 
But now I'llr iecret keep your ftufi^; 
Forknowy proftration i» enougb^ 

to th' lion^ 

Shmdan's Submissww. 

Written by the Deak. 

Ceiojamf mifera cognofcens pramia rixar 
Si rifca efi^ uhi tu puljas, ego vapuh tantum. 

Poor Sherry, inglorious 
To Dan the vi^orious, 

Prefents, as 'tis fitting. 
Petition and greeting, 

'T'O you viftorious and brave 
•*' Your now fudu'd and fuppliant flavc 

Moft humbly fues for pardon, 
Who when I fought ftill cut me down. 
And when I, vanquifli'd, fled the town, 5 

Purfu'd and laid mc hard on. 
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Now lowly crouch'd* I cry, Peccavi, 
And proftrate, fupplicatc pour ma vie, 

\ our mercy 1 rely on. 
I^oryou, my conq'ror and my King, lO 

In pardoning, as in punifhing. 

Will fhew younelf a lion* 

Alas, Sir, I had no defign; 
But was jun warily drawn in ; 

For fpite I ne'er had any. 15 

Twas the damn'd 'fquire with the hard name ; 
The de'il too that aw'd me a fliame, 

The devil and Delany ; 

They tempted me t' attack your Hlghnefs, 

And then with wonted will and flineis, 2(y^ 

They left me in the lurch. 
Unhappy wretch ! for now T ween,. 
Pve nothing left to vent my fpleea 

But ferula and birch ; 

And they, alas, yidd finall relief c c 

Seem rather to renew my grief. 

My wounds bleed all anew : 
For cv'ry ftroke goes to my heart. 
And at each laih I feel the fmart 

Ot laih laid on by you. ^^ 

'TOM MULLINIX and DICK, 

TOM and Dick had equal fame, 
And both had equal knowledge ; 
Tbm could write and fpell his name, 
9ut Dick had few the college. 

Bb ^ '^ T^v^ 
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Dick a coxcomlj, Tom waa Aiad, ^ 

And both alike divertiDg ; 
Tom was held the merrier lad. 

But Dick the beft at farting. 

Dick would cock his nofe in fcorDr, 

But Tom was kind and loving ; x^ 

Tom a foot-boy bred and bom. 

But Dick was from an oven. 

Dick could neatly dance a j^. 

But Tom was beft at borees ; 
Tojn would pray for ev'ry Whig, i$ 

And Dick curfe all the Tories. 

Dick would make a wofiil noife^ 

And fcold at an ele^Hon ; 
Tom huzza'd the blackguard boys. 

And held them in fiib)e6tion. 14 

Tom could move with lordly grace, 

Dick nimbly (kipt the gutter ; 
Tom could talk with folemn face, 

But Dick could better fpatter, 

Dick was come to high renown 2{ 

n Since he commence'd phyiiciao ; 
Tom was held by all the town 
The deeper politician. 

Tom had the genteeler fwing, 

His hat could nicely put on ; . 30 

Dick knew better how to fwing 

His can upon a button. 

Dick for repartee was fit, . 

And Tom for deep difceming ; 
Dick was thought the brighter wk, y^ 

But Tom had bcticx kv\»xi^« 
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Dick with zealous no's and ay*$ 
. Could roar as loud as Stentor^ 
fa the houfe 'tis all he fays ; 
But Tom is eloquenter. 40 

HJ^i-^^^HJH{^4Hih^H>-^^{^^^ hSs--^ ^5^"]^4f^•^-9• 
t)lCK, A Maggot. 

A S when from rootiog m a Un, 
•^ All powder 'd o^er from tail to chin, 
A lively maggot failles out. 
You know him by iiis bazel (hout : 
So when the grand/on of his grandiire 5 

Fonh iflucs wriggling^ Dick Drawcanfir, 
With powder'd rump, arid back and fide. 
You cannot blanch his tawny hide ; 
F«r 'tis beyond the power of meal 
7 he gypfey vifage to conceal : im 

For, as he ihakes his wainicot chops, 
Down ev'ry mealy atom drops. 
And leaves the tartar phiz, in ihow 
Like a frclh t d juft dropt on fnow. 



CLAb ALL IN Brown. ' 

Imitated from Cowley. 

To DICK. 

TPOuleft brute that ftinks below, 

* Why in this brown doft thou trp^^ \ 



"S^^ 
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For, wouldft thou make a fouler fhow, 

Ihou muft go naked all the year. 
FreQi from the mud a wallowing fow, 
Would then be not fo brown ai thou. 

Tis not the coat that looks fo dun ;• 
His hide emits a foulnefs out ; . 

Nor one jot better looks the fun 
Seen from behind a dirty cloud : 

So t ds within a glafs inclofe. 

The glafs will feem as brown as thofe. 

Thou now one heap of ftmlncfs art. 
All outward and within is foul ; 

Condenfed filth in ev*ry part, 

Thy body's clothed like thy foul ; 

Thy foul, which thro* thy hide of buff/ 

Scarce glimmers like a dying f&iiffl 

Old carted bawds fuch garments wear. 
When pelted all with dirt they fliine ; 

'Such their exalted bodies are, 

As fhriverd and as black as thine. 

If thou wert in a cart, I fear 

Thou wouldft be pelted worfe than they're. 

Yet when we hear thee thus array'd. 
The neighbours think it is but juft, 

That thou fliouldft take an honcft trade, 
And weekly carry out the daft. 

Of cleanly 'houfes who will doubt. 

When Dick cries, ** Dull to carry out?" 

D ICK's VARiETy. 

TVULL uniformity in fools 

■^^ 1 hate, who gape a,udttittx\i^ \\\<:&, 
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T0U9 Mullinix^ and flobb'ring C , 

A¥lio ev'ry hxmr and day die farac arc ; 

That vulgar talent I defpife 5 

Of piffing in the rabble's eyesv 

i^nd when I liften ta the noife 

Of idiots roaring to the bovs ;. 

To better judgements ftill mbmittfng, 

I own I fee but little wit in : lo 

Such paftimeS) when our tafte is nice. 

Can pleafe at moft but once or twice* 

But then confider, Dick, youTl find 
fiis genius of fuperfor Kind ; 
He never muddles in- the dirt, rj 

Vor fcours the ftreets without a fhirt ^ 
Though Dick, I dare-prefume to hj. 
Could, do fuch feats as well as they.. 
Dick 1 could venture ev'iy where. 
Let the boys pelt him if they dare ;; 2% 

He'd have 'em tried at the aifizes 
For priefts and Jcfuits in difguifes r 
Swear they were with the Swedes at Bender,, 
And lifting troops for the pretender.. 

But Dick can fart, and dance, and friflt 25 

No other monkey half fo bri& ; 
Now has the Speaker by the ears, 
Next moment in the houfe of peers f 
Now fcolding at* my Lady Euftacc, 
Or thrafhing Babby in her new ftays-. 3O 

Prefio begone : with t'other hop 
He's powd'ring in a baipber's (hop ; 
Now ac the antechamber thrufting 
His nofe, to get the circle juft in. 
And damns his Wood, that ia the rear 35 

He fees one fingle Tory there : 
Then woe be to my Lord Lieutenant, 
Again hc*U tell him, and again on't. 



'^^KX 
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^►♦♦^^•♦♦♦♦^►♦♦^►♦♦^♦♦♦♦♦♦^^ 

Part of the Ninth Ode of the Fowrth Book of 
Horace, &ddrt&d to Dr. WiLLiAir 
King, late L^rd Aichbifliop of Dublio. 

Jfaulumjifulutir &c» 

Virtue conceard within our brcaft^ 
Is ina^tiyk; at beft : 
But never fliall the mufe €adu£e 
To let your virtues lie obfcurcy 
Or fuffer envy to conceal ,| 

Your labours for the pubUc weaK 
Within your breaft. ^It wifdom lk% 
Either to govern or advifie-; 
your fteddy fourjprefervcs bes £bune 
In good and evil times the iame. i^ 

Pale Avarice, and lurking Ppaud 
Stand in your facred prefence aw'd ;. 
Your hand alone from gold' abftams,. 
Which drags the fkvifh world in chains. 

Him fbr a happy mai^ lowi^. ff 

Whofe fortune i» not overgrown; 
And happy he who wifely know4 
To ufe the gifts that heav'n beftow«^ ;; 
0}% tf it pleafe the paw*rs divine, - 
Can iufier want, and not repine* a& 

The man who, infamy to fhun. 
Into the arms of death would run^. 
That man is ready to defend 
With life his country^ or his* friend; . 



N-t^vs* 
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7ekses made fQF women who cry apples, &c* 



i 



A PPL KS. 

pOme buy my fine wares, 

^ Plumbs, applet and pears, 

A. hundred a penny, 

n confcience too many : 

!!ome, will you have any ? 

Sly cjiildren are foven, * 

', wilh them in heaven, 

My hufband's a for, 

With his pipe and his pot, 

Vot a farthing will gain 'cm^ 10 

Ind I muft maintsttn 'em. 



ASPARAGUa* 



"O Ipe 'ibaragrafs, 
•*^ Fit tor lad or 



is, 

or laft, 
To make their water pafs t 
O, 'tis pretty picking 
With a tender chicken. 



ONIONS. 

'^Ome, follow me by the fmell, y 

^ Herc'« delicate onions to fell, C 

promife to ufe you well, J 

'hey make the blood warmer ; 

"ou'll feed like a farmer \ 5 

or this is ev'ry cook's opinion : 

[9 fav'ry dif]ci ..without an onioj^ : 



^\3X 
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But left your kifling fhould be fpoird, 
Your onions muft be th'rougUjr boil'd ; 

Or elfe you may fpare i$ 

Your miftrefs a fliare. 
The fecret will never be known ; 

She cannot difcover 

The breath of htr loTcr» 
But thmk it as fweet as her own. 15 

OYSTERS. 

^Harming oyftcrs I cry, 
^ My mafters come buy. 
So plump and fo frefh, 
So fweet is the flefh. 
No Colchefter oyfter 
Is fweeter and moifter ; 
Your ftomach they fettlei 
And roufe up your mettle } 

They'll make you a dad 

Of a lafs or a lad ; It 

And Madam your wife 

They*]! pleafe to the life 5 
Be (he barren, be (lie old, 
Be (he flut, or be fhe fcold, 
Eat my oyftcrs, and lie near her, IJ 

She'll be fruitful, never fear her. 

HERRINGS, 

"D E not fparing, 

^ Leave off (wearing. 

Buy my herring 

Frcfli from Malahide ♦, 

Better ne'er was try'd. 



1 ^«R8.> 
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^ome cat 'em with pure frefh butter and muftard, 
Their bellies ars ion, and as white as a cuftard. 
Come, iixpence a dozen to get me fome bread, 
Or| hke mj own herrings, I foon ihall be dead. 

ORANGES. 

pOme buy my .fine oranges, fauce for your veal, 
^ And charming when Iqueez'd in a pot of brown 

ale, 
Well roafted with fugar and wine in a cup. 
They'll make a fweet bifhop when gentlefolks fup. 

To LOVE. 

f N all I wifh how happy fhould I be, 
^ Thou grand deludcr, were it not for thee ? 
Jo weak thou art, that fools thy pow'r defpife, 
\nd yet fo ftrong, thou triumph'ft o'er the wife. 
Thy traps are laid with fuch peculiar art, 5 

Phey catch the cautious ; let the rafli depart, 
tf oft nets are fill'd by want of thought and care. 
Jut too much thinking brings us to thy fnare. 
Where held by thcc, in flavery we ftay. 
And throw the pleaiing part of life away. 10 
Jut what doe$ moft my indignation move, 
Difcrecion thou wert ne'er a friend to Love ! 
Thy chief delight is to defeat thofe arts, 
ij which he kindles mutual flames in hearts ; 
iv hile the blind loit'ring god is at his play, 1 5 

rhou fteal'ft his golden pointed darts away ; 
fhofe darts which never fail ; and in their liead 
[Jonvey'ft malignant arrows tipt with lead : 
rhc heedlefs god fufpefting no deceits, 
Jhoots on, and thinks he has done vioi\dtQraL'&i^'^\&% 
Vol. Vin. C c ^^^^ 
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But the poor nymph, who feels her vitals bum^ ^ 
And from her thepherd can find no return. 
Laments and rages at the power divine, 
When, curs'd Difcretion ! ail the fault was diii>e>, 
Cupid and Hymen thou haft fet at odd*, 2j 

And bred iuch feuds betwixt thofq kindred gods^ 
That Venus canliot reconcile her Ions ; 
When one appears, away the ot^er runs. 
The former Icales, wherein he us'd to. poife 
I^ve againft love, and equal joys with jojs, 30 
Are now fill'd up with avarice and pride, 
Where titles, power, and riches ftill fubfide. 
Then, gentle Venus, to thy father run, 
And tell him how thy children are undone; 
Prepare his bolts to give one fatal blow, 3$ 

And ftrike Difcretion to the ihades below^ 



The following lines were wrote upon a vciy 
old glafspf Sir Arthur Acheson's. 

FRail glafs, thou mortal art, as wdl as I, 
Though none can tell, wJiici of us firft ftiall die 

Apfwcred extempore byDn Swift. 



w 



E both are mortal ; but thou frailer creature 
Mayft die^ like me, by thance, but not by 
nature. 



Verse* 
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Verses cut by two of the Dean's friends % 
upoaapaneof glafs in one of his parlours. 

A Bard, on wbom Phcebus his fpirit beftow'd, 
Refolving t'acknowiedgc the bounty he ow'd» 
Found out a new method at once of conftffing, 
And msdung the raoft of ib mighty a Ueffin^. 
To the god he'd be grateful^ but mortals he'd chufc 
By making his patron prefide in his houfe ; 6 

And wifely forefaw this advantage from thence, 
That the god .would in honour bear moft of th' cx- 

pencc u 
So the bard he finds drink, and leaves Fhofbus to 

treat 
With the thoughts he infpircs, regardlefs of meat. 
Hence they that come hither expecting to dine. 
Are always fobb'd off" with ihecr white and llieer 

wine. 

On another window. 

A RE the guefts of this houfe ftill doom'd to be 
•^^ cheated ? 

Sure the fates have decreed they by halves (hould 

be treated. 
In the day of good John f , if you came here to dine,. 
You had choice of good meat, no choice of goo J 
wine. 



• Th jfc were written ^y Dr, VcUny in conjunAiort w?ttj St??!a, 
and produced the verfi.S| intitlect, Apoilo to the Dean. 

f Dr. John Stcarn, 1 t^ Lord Bii}j;?pot Cloghcr, uho had been he 
Jpredtceflbf cf Dr. SM^ift in tht d^sunery of St. l^atriok'c, a»:d v.i«. al- 
waj s diitinjui/heJ i'or hit great hoip'itaivy, ..* 

C c z ^^^ 
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In Jonathan's reign, if you come here to eat, j 
Too have choice of good wine, no choice of gooJ 

meat. 
Oh Jove, then how fully might all fides be Ueft, 
Wouldft thou but agree to this humble requeft i 
Put both deans in one, or if that's too much trou* 

ble, 
Inftead of the deans, make the dean'ry douUe. lo 



An Epitaph by Dr. Swift to the memory 
of Frederick Duke of Schomberg, 
who was unhappily killed in croffingthcri; 
yer Boync on the iftof Joly 1690, and was 
buried in St. Patrick's cathedral, where the 
Dean and chapter ercAeda fmall monumcni 
to his honour at their own expence. 

Hk infra fitum eft corpus 

FREDERICI BAUCIS DE SCHOMBERO^ 

ad BuDiNDAXf occifi, A. D. 1690. 

Decanus et CAPiTULUM maximopere 

etiam atque etiam petierunt, 

Ut HEREDEsDucis monumcntum 

In raemorlam parentis erig^ndum curarentr 

Sed poftquam per epiftolas, per amicos^ 

dm ac fepe orando nil profecere ; 

Hunc demum lapidem ipfi ftatuerunt, 

♦ Saltern ut fcias, hofpes, 

* The words that Dr. Swift firf^ concluded the epifjkph with, wetff 
^* Saltern ut fciat viator indi/nabundUi, ijuati in cei]ulatan:i ou£lons 
•< cineres delitcfcunt.** For the author was always heard to fpeak with 
great reverence of the memory of that brave Duke, as well as hisgJo- 
rjous mafter K. Williann j aud indeed of all others who have ftiu >|lcii 
fr>r the liberties of thefe kingdoms, a^inft the reptared itttmptsof 
ubkrary power^ Duh . (iif • ^ 
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tTbinam tcrrarum Sconberg£NSES cincrcs delitc^ 

fcunt. 

Plus potuit fama virtutis apud aUenos^ 

^iamjangninis proximitas apud fuos. 

A.D. 1731. 

A Ballad on the Game of Traffic *. 

Written at the caftle of Dublin, in tae time of the 
Earl of Berkeley's government. 

TL^Y Lord f , to fihd out who muft deal/ 
^^ Dt livers cards abciut, 
But the firft knave does feldom fail 
To find the Doftor out. 

* Bjr caftingour ejrcs over this ballad, re maf" obfcrve U wl,at 
auiQoer the Earl and Countefs of Berkeley, anvt th;:ir little ^ruup &t 
the caftle of Dublin, fpent their evenings in private, v^hen they we^e 
totally dUengaged from the noife, the bu(lle, and tiie plague of tui'^ 
jiefs and ceremony. The feversil chara^^rs which make up this itc- 
ife groiip, are the Earft'and Countefs of Berkeley, MrSi Biddy Fioyd^ 
Mrs. Herries, Mrs. Wcfton, and Dr. SwifL This ballad ai^pears to 
liave been defigned as a piece of raillery u})on the whole ftt, and 'Arit- 
ten purely ^m their domi flic entertaiumeo:. This poem fo far as 
Hfrans, is full of mirth aad humour 3 the feoontf Aanxa in partkuUr 
is wonderfully ^ijking, 

** But then his honour cry'dj" &€♦ 
The iurprifeof my Lord Berkeley, and the bring^ig Jack How ta re. 
mcmbraiice upon the fight of a knave, for no other reafcn than be« 
caufe he was a famovs anti-courtier in thnfe times, perpeteally oppO' 
fiag and thwardng the meafures of K. William in the houfe of com- 
mons«. is a whimncal peace of drollery in the poetic drain, efpeciaily 
trfaen addrefled to a court lord in one of the higheft employmenis. 
We* arc ftt < k>fs to know whether ahv more chaia^^ers were defigned 
to \wn been introduced into this ballaJ ; but We may reafonably \\i^' 
9ofe there were, becaufe in reality it fcemcth to have been broken oti' 
•n the very midft of its career. Howevo , indeed the politenefs of 
Djr. Swift would not fuffer him to enlarge or corrtft it, after my Lidy 
Betty Berkeley had in* a manner given it the finifhing ftrcke \ on oc* 
cafi6n of which he writ the3allad to the 'une cf the cutpurl'e, v.hich 
iMth abundance of life, humoUr, pkafantry, and f^QliuiifcC%; ^<w\Jx. 
. t Thtfof^o/BcriEcie/. 

Cc3 ^>^^ 
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But then his Honour cry'd, Godzooks ! j 

And feem*d to knit his brow ; 
For on a knave he never looks 

But h'thinks upon Jack How. 

My Lady, though (he is no player. 

Some bungliDg partner takes^ |o 

And wedg'd in corner of a chair 

Takes Inuff, and holds the flakes. 

Dame Floyd * looks out in grave fufpenfc 

For pair royals and fequents ; 
But wifely cautious of her pence 15 

The caflle feldom frequents. 

Quoth Herries, fairly putting cafes, 

rd won it on my word, 
If I had but a pair of aces, 

And could pick up a third. %^ 

But Wefton has a new-caft gown 

On Sundays to be fine in, 
And, if fhe can but win a crown, 

'Twill juft new dye the lining. 

'« With thefe is Parfon Swift, 25 

** Not knowing how to fpend his time, 

*' Does make a wretched fliift, 
** To deafen them with puns and rhyme f-** 



• Biddy Floyd. See letter to Colopcl Hunter, 

J Lady Betty Berkeley, finding this ballad in the author*s room 
nidied, underwrit tbe lad (lanza, and left the paper where ihe 
had found it. 



VTa.^US 
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>80<XX><XXX)<X>0<XxXXX<XXX)s( 

Verses faid to be written on the Union. 

TpHE Queen X has lately loft a part 

•^ Of her entirely-Englifh heart, 

For want of which, by way of botch, 

5She piece*d it up again with Scotch. 

Blefs'd revolution, which creates j 

Divided hearts, united ftates ! 

See how the double nation lies ; 

Like a rich coat with ikirts of frize : 

As if a man in making poiies 

Should bundle thiflles xip with rofes. 10 

Who ever yet a union faw 

Of kingdoms without faith or law ? 

Henceforwai'd let no ftatefmen dare 

A kingdom to a (hip compare ; 

Left he fhould call our commonweal 15 

A veffel with a double keel ; 

Which, juft like ours, new rigg*d and manned. 

And got about a league from land. 

By change of wind to leeward fide. 

The pilot knew not how to guide, 20 

So toffing faftion will o'erwhelm 

Oui* crazy double-bottom'd realm. 

X Anne. 



*WlLl. 
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* WrLL WooD^s petition to the people of'lit* 
land, being an excellent new Song. 

Suppofed to be ma(& and' fang in the ftrect of Dub' 
lin, byWpLLiAM'WooEr> ii-onmonger and half- 
penny-monger, 172J.- 

A^f Y dear Iriflr folts, 

^^ Come leave off your jokes; 
And buy up my halfpence fe fine z' 

So fair and fo bright, 

They'll give you delight, J 

Obferve how they glifter and fhine, 

Theyll fell, to my grief^ 

As cheap as neck^beef. 
Tor countei-s at cards to your wife ;• 

And every day 10 

Your children may play 
Span-farthing, or tofs on the knife; 

Come hither and try ;• 

rU teach you to buy 
A pot of good ale for a farthing : rj 

Come ; threepence a fcore, 

1 alk you no more, 
And a fig for the Drapier and Harding *. , 

When tradefmen have gold, 

The thief will be bold, 2^ 

By day and by night for to rob him r 

My copper is fuch, 

IMo robber will touch, 
And fo you may daintily bob him* 



• The Diapitr'a jniA«% 



'^^A 
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The littk blackguard, 25 

Who gets very hard 
lis halfpence fiM* cleaning your (hoes ; 

Whefi hU pockets are eramm'd 

With mine, and be d— — d, 
Ic may fvrear he hath nothing to lofe» 30 

Here's halfpence in plenty. 

For one you'll have twenty, 
riioueh thpufands are not wordi a pudden. 

Your neighbours vrHl think. 

When your pocket cries chink, 3-5 

Tou are grown plaguy rich on a fudden. 

You will be my thankers^ 
I'll make you my bankers, 
is good as Ben Burton or Fade f r 
K For nothing (ball pafs 4# 

• But my pretty branr, 
ivd then you'll be aB (^ a tradCr 

I'm a fon of a whore. 

If I have a word more 
o fay in thur wretched condition* ' 45 

If my coin will not pais, 

I muft die like an ait $ 
xxi fo I conclude my petition* 

n Epigram on Wood's Brass MoNEy•^ 

^ Art'rct was wefcom'd to the ihorc, 
•^ Firft with the brazen canons roar ; 
o meet him next the foldier comes, 
^ith brazen trumps and brazen drums ; 

f Two faaouf bamkert^ 
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Approaching near the town, he hears 

Tlic brazen bell falute his ears : 

But when Wood's brafs began to fovnd, 

Gunsj trumpets^ drums, and bells were 4rownM. 



ANOTHER. 
On the D e of C— ^ s. 



I 



s B— -— s Tras the Dean's familiar friend: 

James grows a Duke ; their friendfhip here fflufk 
end. 
Surely the Dean defcrves a fore rebuke. 
From knowing James, to fay he knows^a Duke. 



An Epigram ouScolpino; 

GReat folks are of a finer mold ! 
Lord ! how politely they can icold T 
\Vhile a coupfe Englifli tongue will itch 
For whore and rogue, and dog and Imch* 

Cx\TULLUS DE LESBIA. 

T E/hicj mi didt femper male ; nee tacit unquam 
•*^ i^emcy Lejhia me^ difpeream viji amat . 
^ofigno? quia funt totidem men : dtprecor illerft 
/Ij[tdm\ verum^ difpeream^ niji ainc. 



IN 



POSTHUMOirS PIECES IN verse; Jit 

IN ENGtIsk 

T Efcia for ever on me rails, ' 

■~* To talk of me (he n^ver fails. 

Now hang me, but for all her art, 

1 find that I have gain'd her heai*t. 

J^y^prooflft tbiM Ifil^ly ^e, j 

The cafe M juft ^e fitmc with me ; 

1 curfe her ev'ry hour fincerely, 

Yet, hang me, but I love her dearly. 

JMr. Jason Hassard, a woolen-drapier in 
Dublin, put up the fign of the golden 
fleece, and delired a motto in vcrfc. 

JAfon, the valiant prince of Greece, 
From Colchos brought the golden fleece ; 
We comb the veool, refine the ftuft'; 
For modern Jafons that's enough. 
t)h ! could we tame yon watchful dragon *, 5 

Old Jafon would have lefs to brag on. 

XXXXXXXXXXXX3> >Os:XXXXXXXXXXXX 
The Author's manner of living, 

ON rainy days alone I dine 
Upon a chick, and pint of wine. 
On rainy days I dine alone, 
And pick my chicken to the bone : 



^ England. 



B\^i 
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^ut this my fervant much enrages. 5 

Ho fcraps remain to fave board-wages. 

In weather fine 1 nothing fpend. 

But often fpunge upon a friend i 

Tet when he's not fo rich as I ; 

I pay my club, and fo good b*y' rt 



To a Lady, who defired the author to write 
fome vcrfes upon her in the heroic ftylc. 

Written at London in the year 1726. 

AFtcr venting all my fpite. 
Tell roe, what have I to write ? 
Ev'ry error I would find 
Through the mazes of your mind. 
Have my bufy mufe employed, 5 

Till the company is cloy'd. 
Are you pofitive and fi-etful, 
Heedlcfs, ignorant, forgetful ? 
Thefe, and twenty follies more, 
I have often told before. 10 

Hearken what my lady fays ; 
Have I nothing then to praife ? 
Ill it fits you to be witty, 
Where a fault fliould move your pity. 
If you think me too conceited, 15 

Or to pafllon quickly heated; 
If my wandering head be lefs 
Set on reading than on drefs : - 
If I always feem fo dull t'yc, 
I caa folve the difii — culty. 2« 

Toi 
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You would teach me to be wife ; 
Truth and honour how to prize ^ 
How to fhine in converfation. 
And witli credit fill my flation ; 
How to reliih notions high ; 25 

How to live, and how to die. 

But it was decreed by fate, 
Mr. Dean, you come too late ; 
Well I know you can difcerii, 
I am now too old to learn : 30 

Follies from my youth inftilPd 
Have my fpul entirely fiU'd : 
In my head and heart they centre ; 
Nor will let your leflbns enter. 

Bred a fondling and an heirefs ; 35 

Drefs*d like any lady-may*refs ; 
Cocker*d by the fervants round, 
Was too good to touch the ground ; 
Thought the life of ev'ry lady 
Should be one continual playday ; 40 

Ballsj and mafquerades, and fhows, 
Vifits, plays, and powder'd beaux. 

Thus you have my cafe at large ; 
And may now perform your charge. 
Thofe materials I have furnilh'd, 45 

When by you refin'd and burnifli*d, 
Muft, that all the world may know 'em, 
Be reduce 'd into a poem. 
But I beg fufpend a while 

That fame paltry builcfque ftyle; 50 

Drop for once your conilant rule, 
Turning all to ridicule "5 
Teaching others how to ape ye ; 
Court nor parliament can 'fcape ye $ 
Treat the public and your fritnds t^ 

Bothalike, while neiihcr mciidr. 

VoL.VIII. Dd ^^v^ 
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Sing my praifc in ftrain fublime ; 
Treat not me with doggrel rhyme. 
'Tis but juft, you fliould produce 
With each fault each feuh's cxcufc : 6a 

Not to publifh evVy trifle. 
And my few perfections ftifle. 
With fome gifts at leaft endow me, 
Which my xf ry foes alh>w me, 
Am I fpitefiil, proud, unjuft ? 6; 

Did I ever break my tnift ? 
Which of all your modem dames 
Cenfurcs lefs, or Icfs defames ? 
In good manners am I fauhy ? 
Can you call me rue or haughty ? 70 

Did I e*er my mite with-hold 
From the impotent and old i 
When did ever I omit 
Due regard for men of wit ? 
When have I efteem exprefs*d yj 

For a coxcomb gaily drefs'd ? 
Do I, like the female tribe, 
Think it wit to fleer and gibe ? 
Who, with lefs-defigning ends, 
Kindlier entertains their friends ? 80 

With good words and countenance fprighdy 
Strive to treat them all politely. 

Think pot cards my chief diveriion ; 
'Tis a wrong unjuft afperfion : 
Never knew 1 any good in *um, 8j 

But to doze my head like lodanvm : 
We by play, as men by drinking, 
Pafs our nights to drive out thinking. 
From my ailments give me leifure ; 
I fliall read and think with pleafure ; 90 

Converfiition learn to relifti, 
And with books my mind embellifli. 

Now, 
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methinks, I hear you cry, 
a you muft reply. 

n, I allow 'tis true : 95 

praifes are your due. 
e fome acute philofopher, 
lit have drawn a glofs over s 
n the ftrongeft light 

virtues to my fight. ro» 

h you lead a blamelefs life, 

lumble, prudent wife ; 

all domeftic ends, 

this to us your friends i 

your children by a nod c#5 

awe without the rod : 

by your obliging fway 

love you, and obey ; 

you treat us with a fmilc, 

ar looks, and fmooth your ftilc j !!• 

' plates from ev*ry difh ; 

3t the thing we wifh. 

may be your debtor, 

ft employment better. 

\ learn, if you would gain us, 1 15 

id fenfe to entertain us. 

rs, when good fcnfe dcfcribing, 

!ling and imbibing ; 

ric meat and drink 

erftand and think : I a© 

carve for others thu?, 

)thers carve for us : 

irfe, and to attend, 

p y oufelf and friend. 

tion is but carving : 125' 

: all yourfelf is ftarving r 

more to ev*ry gueft : 

s able to digcft : 
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Give him always^ of the prime. 

And but little at a time. 130 

Carve to all but juft enough ; 

Let them neither ftarve nor fluff : 

And that you may have your due, - 

Let your neighbours carve for you. 

This comparifon will hold, 135 

Could it well in rhyme be told. 

How converfing, lik'ning,, thinking, 

Juftly may refemble drinking ; 

For a friend a glafs you fill. 

What is this but to inftil ? 14Q 

To conclude this long effay : 
Pardon if I difobey ; 
Nor againft my natural vera 
Treat you in heroic ftrain, 

I, as all the parifh knows, 145 

Hardly can be grave in profc : 
Still to lafh, and lafliing fmilc, 
111 befits a lofty ftyle. 
From the planet of my birth 
I encounter vice with mirth, IJ^ 

Wicked minifters of ftate, 
I can eafier fcorn, than hate : 
And I find it anfwers right ; 
Scorn torments them more than fpight. 
All the vices of a court 15S 

Do but ferve to makejne fport. 
Were I in fome foreign realm. 
Which all vices overwhelm ; 



jWhat 
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When my mufe officious ventures 
On the nation^s reprefenters. i6(% 

teaching by what golden rules 
Into knaves they turn their fools : 
How the helm is rul'd by Walpole, 
At whofe oars, like flaves, they all pull ; 
Let the veflel fpUt on (Jielves f 165 

With the fright enrich themfelvcs: 
Safe within my little wherry, 
All their madnefs makes me merry : 
Like the watermen of Thames, 
I row by, and call them names. 170 

Like the ever-laughing fage. 
In a jeft I fpend my rage. 
'(Though it muft be underftood^. 
I would hang them if I cou'd) 
If I can but fill my nitch,, 175 

I attempt no higher pitchy 
Leave to D'Anvers and his mate^ 
Maxims wife to rule the flate. 
Pqk'ney deep, accomplifh'd St. Johns, 
Scourge the villains with a vengeance : iZ 

Let me, though the fmell be noifom, 
Strip theu'bums, let.Caleb * horfe 'cm. 
Then apply Ale6lo's whip, 
Tin they wriggle, howl, and Ikip. 

Duce is in you, Mr. Dean : 185 

What can all this pafiion mean ! 
Mention courts, you'll ne'er be quiet ;. 
On corruptions running riot. 
End, as it befits your ftation : 
Come to ufe and application : jcpo 

Nor with fenates keep a fufs. 
I fiabmit and anfwer thus., 

• Caleb D'Anvers, the famous wr'tter of tic paper called the 
Crafifman, Thefc paftrs:are fu;;po{ed ta be written by the Loid 
JBolingbroke, aud Mr. Eultcney, created £ail oi Batk« 

Dd 3 \^ 
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If the machinations brewing. 
To complete the public ruin, 

Never once conld have the pow'r 19^ 

To affedl me half an hour ; 
(Sooner would I write, in buikina. 
Mournful elegies on * Blulkins) ; 
If I laugh at Whig and Toxy ; 
I conclude a fortiori y 2C0 

All your doquence will fcarce 
Drive me from my fav'rite farce. 
This I muft iniift on. For, as 
It is well obferv'd by f Horace,. 
Ridicule has greater pqw'r ^05 

To reform the world, than four. 
Horfes thus, let jockies judge elfe. 
Switches better guid^ than cudgels* 
Bailings heavy, dry, obtufe. 
Only dulnefs can produce ; 2i* 

While a little gentle jerking 
Sets the fpii its all a working. 

Thus, I find it by experiment. 
Scolding moves you lefs than merriment.. 
I may ftorm and rage in vain; 215 

It but ftupifies your brain. 
But with raillery to nettle. 
Sets your thoughts upon their mettle : 
Gives imagination fcope ; 

Never lets your mind elope ; 220 

Drives out brangling and contention. 
Brings in reafon and invention. 
For your fake, as well as mine, 
I the lofty ftyle decline. 

I who love to have a fling 225 

Both at f n e-h — fe and k ; 

* A famous thief, who' was hanged iomt years iioce. 
•y '* R\d\c\i\nm acri 
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y might fomc bcrter way tread, 
1 the public hatred ; 
no method more commodious, 
(how their vices odious 5 230 

chufe to make appear, 
nger, but a fneer : 
lethod of reforming 
jhing, not by ftorming ; 
friends have always thought 235 

efs my greateft feult) ; 
ou have me change my ftyle ; 
faults no longer finile, 
patch up all your quarrels, 
)u texts from Plutarch's morals j 24% 

Solomon produce 
teaching wilHom's ufe ? 



eat you like a C d H— —— , 

e cheap enough compounded. 

put in higher claims 245 

e owners of St. J s ? 

not fo great a grievance, 

lirelings of St. Stephen's, 

of a lower clafe 

J friend Sir Robert Brafs* 250 

thefe have mercy found ; 
ugh'd, and lafli'd them round.. 

jFOU fcen a rocket fly 1 

Id {wear it piercc'd the Iky : 

ach'd the middle air, 255 

into pieces there : 
d Iparkles falling down,. 

many a coxcomb's crown i 

mirth the fport creates ; 
air. but breaks no pates. 260 

>u{d I attempt to climb, 
u in a ftyle fublime. 
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Such a rocket is my mufe ; 

Should I lofty numbers chufe. 

Ere I reach 'd Parnaflus' top, 265 

I iliould bui*ft. and burfting drop. 

AH my fire would fiall in fcraps ; 

Give your head fomc gentle raps ;. 

Only make it fmart a while ; 

Then could I forbear to fmile, 2^9 

When I found the tingling pain,. 

En t 'ring warm your fngid braia : 

Make you able upon fight^ 

To decide of wrong and right ; 

Talk with fenk whate'er you pleafe on : 275 

I^arn to relifh Truth and Reafon ? 

Thus we (hould gain our prize ; 
I to laugh > and you grow wife. 



The DISCOVERY*. 

Xl/HEN wife Lord Berkley firft came here, 
^ ^ Statefmen and mob expe^ed wonders ; 
Nor thought to find fo great a peer 

Ere a week pafl committing blunders. 
Till on a day cut out by fate, 

When folks come thick to make their courts 
Out flipt a myftery of flate. 



• When the Earl of Berkeley went over to Ireland as one of iht 
Lords JuHiccs, the author, in compliance with his invitation, went 
over with him as chaplain and private fecretary. But Bu(h, anothtr 
of the EarPs attendants, having inilnuated^ that the place of fecretary 
was not proper for a clergyman, found means, foon after they arrived 
at Dublin, to obtain it for bimfelf. — Swift, fired with indignation it 
this injurious treatment, writ this. fatirlcal copy of vcrfcs* Swift. 
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ve the town and country fport. 

Lers Bufh f with new ftate-airs, 

ordfhip's premier miniller ; 10 

10 in all profound aflfairs 

IS needful as his clyfter J, 

iad reclining on his fhoulder, 

ials and hears myfterious chat, 

very ignorant heholder 15 

of his neighbour. Who is that ? 

lis he put up to my Lord, 

:ourticrs kept their diftance due, 

:h'd his fleeve, and ftole a word ;, 

to a corner both withdrew. 20 

now my Lord and Bulh 
p'ring in junto moft profound, 
od King Phyz, and good King Ufh ♦, 
e all the reft ilood gaping round, 
th a fpark not too well bred, 25 

jrward face and ear acute, 
:e*d on tiptoe, lean'd his head, 
verhear the grand difpute ; 
n what northern kings deiign, 
om Whitehall fome new exprefs, 30 

difarm'd, or fall of coin ; 
ure (thought he) it cant't be lefs. 
:d, faid Buih, a friend and I 
ais*d in two old thread- bare coats, 
rning's dawn ftole out to fpy 35 

markets went for hay and oats : 
[lat he draws two handfuls out, 
one was oats, the other hay ; 
is to's Excellency's fnout, 

begs he would the other weigh. 40 

:d feems pleas'd, but ftill dire<5ls 



Lord*8 wife fecrctary. 

lys lalcen before ir.y Lord went to council* 
the rehcarfal. 



"« 



322 POSTHUMOUS PIECES IN VERSE. 

By all means to bring down the rates : 
Then, with a congee circumflex, 

Bufh, fmiling round on all, retreats. 
Our lift'ner ftood a while confus'd, 4J 

But gath'ring fpirits wifely ran for't. 
Enrage *d to fee the world abus'd 

By two fuch whifp'ring kings of Brentford, 

The PROBLEM. 

That my Lord B ley (links when hc'slfl 

love. 

T^ID ever problem thus perplex, 

*-' Or more employ the female fex ? 

So fweet a paifion, who would think^ 

Jove ever form'd to make a ftink ! 

The ladies vow and fwear they'll try, 5 

Whether it be a truth or lie. 

Love's fire, it feems, like inward heat. 
Works in my Lord by ftool and fweat j 
Which brings a ftink from ev'ry pore. 
And from behind and from before; le 

Yet what is wonderful to tell it, 
None but the fav'rite nymph can fmell it. 
But now to folve the nat ral caufe 
By fober philofophic laws : 

Whether all paifions when in ferment,. 15 

Work out, as anger does in vermin ; 
So when a weazcl you torment. 
You find his pafllion by his fcent. 
We read of kings, who in a fright, 
Though on a throne, would fall to fh 20 

Befide all this, deep fcholars know. 
That the main ftringoi C\xY^d^^\>wrv 
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a time was an a ■ gut, 
a nobler office put, 
ir or defert prercrr'd 25 

ving paflage to a t 

, though iix*d among the ftars, 

npathlze with human a , 

^hen you feel an hard-bound breech, 
c iove*s bowftring at full ftretch, 30 

kind loofencfs comes, and then 
e the bowrelax*d again. 

low the ladies all are bent 

he great expcximcnt, 

us of a regent's heart, 35 

lU their charms to catch a f - ■■ ■ 

ig the firft unfav*ry wind, 

sf before, and fome bebind. 

1, on fire amidfl the dames, 

Hk« a laurel ia the flames, 40 

approach the fpeaking part, 
hie backway to his heart, 
hen we a gun difcharge,, 
h the bore be ne'er fo4large, 
le flame from muzzle burft, 4 j 

le breech it flaflies firft : 

my Lord his paflion broke, 
d firfty and then he fpoke. 

idies vanifh in the fmother, 

T notes with one another ; 5;^ 

J they all agree to name 

ach one thought the happy dame. 

eal, whatever the refl: may think, 

'twas I that fmelt the ftink. 

11 the ftink, by G , you lie, ^^ 

ofs, for I'll be fworn 'twas L 
[juoth Levens, pray forbear, 
: fall out, we all had ihare ; 
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And, by the moft I can difcovcr^ 

M7 Lord's an univerfal lover. 60 

A Love-Poem from a Physician to his 
Mistress. 

Written at London in the year 1738 *. 

T>Y poets we are well aflur'd 

*^ That love, alas ! can ne'er be cur'd : 

A complicated heap of ills, 

Defpiiing bolufes and pills. 

Ah ! Chloe, this I find is true, 5 

Since firft I gave my heart to you. 

Now, by your cruelty hard bound, 

I ftrain my guts, my colon wound : 

Now, jealoufy my grumbling tripes 

Affaults with grating, grinding gripes : lO 

When pity in thofe eyes I view. 

My bowels wambling make me fpuc. 

When I an am'rous kifs delign'd^ 

I belch'd a hurricane of wind. 

Once you a gentle figh let fall, 15 

Remember how I fuck'd it all ; 

What colic pangs from thence I felt. 

Had you but known, your heart would melt. 

Like ruffling winds in caverns pent, 

Till nature pointed out a vent. 20 

How have you torn my heart to pieces. 

With maggots, humours, and caprices ! 

By which I got the haemorrhoids, 

And loathfomc worms my anus voids. 

Whene'er I hear a rival nam'd, 25 

J fcid my body all inflam'd, 

• ijcan Swift was uoi\t\^oA^o\\ ^Si« Vt'^t.^x \-iv\. 

7, ^Wa\^ 
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Which breaking out in boils and blanes, 

With yellow filth my linen ftains. 

Or, parch'd with an unextinguiih'd thirft. 

Small beer I guzzle till I burft : 30 

And then I drag a bloated corpus, 

Sweird with a dropfy like a porpus ; 

When, if I cannot purge or ftale, 

I muft be tapp'd to fill a pail. 



On a printer's being fent to Newgate, 
by . 

"DEtter we all were in our graves 

^ Than live in flaveiy to flaves ; 

Worfe than the anarchy at fea. 

Where fiflies on each other prey : 

Where ev*ry trout can make as high rants 5 

O'er his inferiors as our tyrants ! 

And fwagger while the coaft is clear : 

But fhould a lordly pike appear. 

Away you fee the varlet feud. 

Or hide his coward faout in mud. 10 

Thus, if a gudgeon meet a roach, 

He dare not venture to approach ; 

Yet ftill has impudence to rife. 

And, like Domitian, leap at flies. 



On the little houfe by the church-yard of 
Cas flenook. 

^TTHoever pleafeth to inquire, 
^^ Why vonder fteeple wants a fpirc, 
VoL.VIli. Ee ^Ts^R. 
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The grey oM fellow, poet Joe ♦, 

The phiioiophic caufe wiU ihow. 
Once on a time a wcftcrn Waft 5 

At leaft twelve inches overcaft, 
Reckoning roof, weather-cock, ainiaH, 
Which came with a prodigious fedi ; 
And tumbling topfy-turvy rounds 
Light with its bottom on the ground. JO 

For, by the laws of gravitation, 
It fell into its proper ftation. 

This is the little ftrutting pile. 
You fee juft by the church*yard ilile ; 
The walls in tumbling gave a knock.; i{ 

And thus the fteeple got a ihoek : 
From whence the neighbVing farmer calls 
The fteeple, Knock, the vicar, * Walk. 

The vicar once a-weck creeps in. 
Sits with his knees up to his elm ; ^ 

Here cons his CK>tes, and takes a whet. 
Till the fmall ragged flock is met. 

A traveller, who b) did pafs, 
Obferv*d the roof behind thegrals; 
On tiptoe ftood and reared hts faout^ ^ 

And faw the parfon creeping mtt ; 
Was much furpris'd to fee a crow 
Venture to build his neft fo low. 

A fchoolboy ran unto't, and thought, 
The crib was down, the blackbird caught. Jo 

A third, who loft his way by night, 
Was force'd for fafety to alight ; 
And ftepping o'ei the fabric-roof, 
His horfe had like to fpoil his hoof. 



♦ Mr- Beaomont of TAm. 
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Warburton took it in his noddle, 35 

Phis building was deiign'd a model 
)r of a pigeon -houfe, or oven, 
To bake one loaf, or keep one dove in. 

Then Mrs. Johnfon gave her verdift, 
i.nd ev'ry one was pleas'dP that heard it ;. . 40 

^1 that you make this ftir about, 
i but a ilill which wants a fpout, 
'he RevVend Dr. * Kaymond guefs'd,. 
lore probably than all the reft ; 
(e faid, but that it wanted room, 45^ 

might liave been a pigmy^'s tomb. 

The Doftor's family came by, 
^nd little Mifs began to cry, 
ive me that houfe in my own hand : 
hen Madam bad the chariot ftand, 5':)^ 

all*d to the clerk in manner mild, 
ray reach that thing here to the child ;: 
hat thing, I mean, among the kale^ 
nd here's to buy a pot of ale. 

The clerk faid to her in a Heat, 55^ 

''hat ! fell my matter's countiy-feat, 
''here he comes cv'ry week from town ?. 
e would not {ell it for a crown. 
>h ! fellow keep not fuch a pother, 
half an hour thou'lt make another.. 60* 

Says + Nancy, I can make for Mifs 
finer houfe ten times than this ; 
he Dean will give me willow-fticks, 
nd Joe my apron*full of bricks. 



• MintPer of Trinj, 
-f The waiiing-woman. 

E C 2 \J^^\\ 
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xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

Upon dealing a Crown when the Dean 
was afleep. 

By Dr. SHERIDAN. 

■p\Ear Dean, fince you in fleepy wife 

-*-^ Have op'd your mouth, and clos'd your eyes, 

Like ghoft I glide along your floor, 

And foftly fhut the parlour door ; 

For fhould I break your fweet repofe, 5 

Who knows what money you might lofe ! 

Since oftentimes it has been found, 

A dream has given ten thoufand pound. 

Then fleep, my friend, dear Dean, fleep on< 

And all you getfhall be your own. ■ W 

Provided you to this agree, 

That all you lofe belongs to me. 



The Dean's anfwer. 

SO, about twelve at night the punk 
Steals from the cully when he*s drunk ; 
Nor is contented with a treat, 
Without her privilege to cheat. 
Nor can 1 the leaft difference find, J 

But that you left no clap behind. 
But jeft apart, reftorc, you capon ye. 
My twelve thirteens * and fixpencc ha'penny. 
To eat my meat, and drink my medlicor, 
And then to give me fuch a deadly cut lo 

* An Engliih {hiUlD( paOes for thirteen pence in Ireland. 
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But 'tis obferv'd that men in gowns 
^re mod inclin'd to plunder crowns, 
[^ould you but change a crown as eafy 
A.S you can fteel one, how 'nvould pkafe ye ! 
[ thought the Lady at St. Catherines f 
fCnew how to fet you better patterns ; 
For this I will not dine with Agmondifliam f , 
And for his vidluals let a ragman difh 'em. 
Saturday night. 

* An Epitaph on Dr. Swift^s dog. 

f\^ all the dogs array'd in fur, 

\^ Here under lies the trueft cur. 

He knew no tricks, he nevei flatter'd : 

Nor thofe he fawn 'd upon, b^^fpatter'd : 

So far a courtier, he would wait, 5 

And condefcend to lick a plate : 

But never ftrove, O Swift, when fed. 

To bite the hand which gave him bread. 

Gh, that your dogs, who walk on two,. 
Had only been but half as true ! 10 

Through thick and thin, replete or hollow, 
Thy fteps unerring lie would follow ; 
\V hile they who pride on being fcholars, 
Defert thee now with golden collars ; 
Or, like A<5l3eon's horrid pack, 15 

Return, to fall upon thy back - 

+ Lady Montcaihcl, 

X Agmondifliam Vefey, Efqj a very worthy- genrteman, for whom 
the aitthorh:vd a great edeem. 
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The author and his friends ttfcd to'dtvert tkemielf es 
for amufement in making riddles ; fome of which hate 
been p rioted , and were well received ; as we hope the 
following <wiU be, although we cannot tell the authori 
of each. [Sec vol. 8. p. 80.] 

A RIDDLE. 

T With borrow'd filver fliioe, 

-*• What you fee is none of mine. 

Firft I fliew yon but a quarter, 

J. ike the bow that guards the Tartar, 

Then the half, and then the whole. J 

Ever dancing round the pole. 

And what will raife your admiration, 

I am not one of God'is creation, 

But fprung, (and I this truth maintaiii), 

Like Pallas, from my father's brain. 10 

And after all, I chie&y owe 

My bcauiy to the fliades below. 

Moft wondrous forms you fee me wear, 

A man, a woman, lion, bear, 

A fifh, a fowl, a cloud, a field, i J 

All figures heav'n or earth can yield ; 

Like Daphne fometimes in a tree : 

Yet am not one of all you fee. 

ANOTHER. 

"DEgotten, and born, and dying with noife, 
■*^ The teiTor of women, and pleafiire of boys, 

Like 
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Like the fi£licm of poets concerning the wind, 
Vm chi^y unruly, when (Irongeft ccMifin'd, 
For filvcr and gold I don't trouble my head, 5 

But all I delight in is pieces of lead ; 
Except when I trade with a (hip or a town^ 
Why then I make pieces of iron go down. 
One property more I would have you remark. 
No lady was ever more fond of a fpark : i© 

The moment I get one, my foul's all a-firc. 
And I roar out my joy, and in.tranfport expire; 

ANOTHER, 

'T'Here is a gate, we knowTFuU well, 
^ ^rhat ftands 'twixt heav'n, and earth and heil. 
Where many for a paffage venture, 
But very few are fond to enter ; 
Although 'tis open night and day, 5 

They fqr that reafon {hun this way ; 
Both dukes and lords abhor its wood. 
They can't come near it for their blood. 
What other way they take to go. 
Another time I'll let you know', lo 

Yet commoners with greateft cafe. 
Can find an entrance when they pleafe. 
The pooreft hither march in ftate, 
(Or they can never pafs the gate). 
Like Roman generals triumphant, 15 

And then they take a turn and jump on't. 
If gravcft paribus here advance, 
They cannot pafs before they dance ; 
There's not a foul that does refort here» 
But ftrips himfelf to pay the porter. 20 



k:^^- 
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ANOTHER. 

"PRon^ heav'n I fall, tho* from eai^th I begin, 

•*■ No lady alive can fhew fuch a Ikin. 

I'm bright as an angel, and light as a feather. 

But heavy and dark when you fqueeze me together. 

Though candour and tinith in my afpe6t I bear, 5 

Yet many poor creatures I help to infnare. 

Though fo much of heav'n appears in my make,. . 

The fouleft imprefllons I eafily take. 

My parent and I produce one another, 9 

The mother the daughter, the daughter the mother. 



SR'*^' ' ■ SS^^^^^ ^ ■ "'^^ - 



ANOTHER. 

T'M up, and down, and round about, 
■*• Yet all the world can*t find me out ; 
Though hundreds have employ-d their leifure, 
They never yet could find my meafure. 
I*m found almoft in evVy garden, 5 

Nay in the compafs of a farthing. 
There's neither chariot, coach, nor mill. 
Can move an inch except I will. 



ANOTHER. 



T Am jet-black, as you may fee, 

The fon ot pvicb, and ^Voova^ tugjit } 



-^t!. 
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et all that know me will agree^ 
I'm dead except I live in light. 

ometimes is panegyric high, 5 

Like lofty Pindar I can foar, 
Lnd raife a virgin to the Iky, 

Or fink her to a pocky whore. 

[y blood this day is very fweet, 

To-morrow of a bitter juice ; 10 

ike milk 'tis cry*d about the ftrcet. 

And fo apply'd to different ufe. . 

[oft wondrous is my magic pow'r : 

For with one colour I can paint ; 
U make the devil a faint this hour^ 15 

Next make a devil of a faint. 

hrough diftant regions I can fly, 

Provide me but with paper-wings. 
Lnd fairly fhew a reafon, why 

There ihould be quarrels among kings. 20 

Lnd after all you*lI think it odd. 

When learned dolors will difpute, 
'hat I fliould point the word of God, 

And fliew where they can beft confute. 

et lawyers bawl and ftrain their throats, 25 

'Tis I that muft the lands convey, 
ind ftrip the clients to their coats ; 

Nay, give their very fouls away. 

♦♦^^►♦^^^^♦^♦♦♦^♦♦^►♦^►♦♦^♦♦^♦♦♦♦♦♦^♦^ 
ANOTHER. 



7VER eating, never cloying, « 
-^ All devouring, all dcftroying. 



"^^x^^ 
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Never finding full repaft. 
Till I eat the world At laft. 



ANOTHER. 

VTTE are little airy creatures, . 

* ^^ All of difi^ Vent voice and feattrresy 

One of us in glafi n let, 

One of us you'll find in )ct. 

T'other you may fee in tin, J 

And the fourth a box within ; 

If the fifth you ihmild purine. 

It can never fly from yon. 

ANOTHER. 

ALL of us in one you'll find. 
Brethren of a wondrous kind ; 
Yet among us all no brother 
Knows one title of the other; 
We in frequent councils are, J 

And our marks of things declare. 
Where, to us unknown, a clerk. 
Sits, and takes them in the dark. 
He's the regifter of all 

In our ken, both great and fmall ; lo 

By us forms his laws and rules. 
He's our mafter, we his tools ; 
Yet we can with greateft eafe 
Turn and wind them where we plcafe. . 



One of us alone ^an fleep. 
Set no watch the scdwOibee^, 



^\it 
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ut the mocnefit Asct he clofes, 
v'ry brother clfc rcpofcs. 

If wine's boiight, or viftaals drcft, 
'ne enjoys them for the reft. 2o 

Pierce us all with wounding fteel, 
toe for all of us wifl feeL 

Though ten thoufand cainms roar, 
Ldd to them ten thoufand more ; 
et but one of us is found 25 

iTho regard the jdrcadful found. 

Do what is not fit to tell« 
here's but ocke of us can fmeH. 



ANOTHER. 

FONTINELS*^ to FlOKINSA. 

7l7Hen on my bofom thy bright eyes, 
^^ Florinda, dart their hcav'niy beams, 
feel not the leaft love-f|irpriaCi 
Tet endlefs tears flow down in ftreams ; 
'here's nought fo beautifisi in thee, 5 

ut you may find the fkme in me« 

he lilies of thy fkin compare ; 

In me you fee them foil as white ; 
he rofes of your cheeks^ t dare 

Affirm, can't glow to more delight : lo 

'hen, fince i ihew as fine a facc^ 
Ian you refufe a foft embrace ? 



K>a. 
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Ah lovely nymph, thouVt in thy prime ! 

And fo am I whilft thou art here ; 
But foon will come the fatal time, rj 

When all we fee (hall difappear. 
Tis mine to make a juft reflexion, 
And yours to follow my diredlion. 

Then catch admirers while you may ; 

Treat not your lovers with difdain ; 20 

For tinie with beauty flies away, 

And there is no return again. 
To you the fad account I bring, 
Life's autumn has no fecond fpring. 



ANOTHER. 

■^^cver fpeaking, ftill awake, 

"*^^ Pleafing moA when moft I fpeak^ 

The delight of old and young, 

Though I fpeak without a tongue. 

Nought but one thing can confound me, J 

Many voices joining round me ; 

Then I fret, and rave, and gabble. 

Like the labourers of Babel. 

Now I am a dog, or cow, 

I can bark, or I can low, lo 

I can bleat, or I can iing, 

Like the warblers of the fpring. 

Let the love-lick bard complain, 

And I mourn the cruel pain ; 

Let the happy fwain rejoice, 15 

And I join my helping voice ; 

Both are welcome, grief or joy, 

I with either fport and toy. 

Though a lady, I am rtout. 

Drums and trumpets W\u^ me out ; 20 
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[len I clafh, and roar and rattle, 

in in all the din of battle. 

vc, with all his loudeft thunder, 

hen Fm vex'd can*t keep mc under ; 

et fo tender is my ear, 25 

lat the lowed voice I fear; / 

uch I dread the courtier's fate, 

'hen his merit's out of date, 

tr I hate a filent breath. 

nd a whifper is my death. 30 

ANOTHER. 

i /j[OA things by me do rife and fid!, 

VA 'A.nd as I pleafe they're great and fmall ; 

vading foes, without refinance, 

ith eafe I make to keep their diftance ; 

gain, as I'm difpos'd, thefoc^, • . g 

ill come* though not a foot they. go. 

»th mountains, woods, and hills, and rocks, 

nd gaming goats, and fleecy flocks, . , ^ 

nd lowing herdsj and piping fwains, 

>ine dancing to me o'er the plains. . 19 

le greateii whale that fwims the fea, 

3cs inftantly niy power obey. 

vain from me the failor flies ; . 

lie quickeft ihip I can furprife, 

nd turn it as I have a mind. j^ 

nd move it againft tide and wind. 

ly, bring me here the talleft man, ^ 

fqueeze him to a Utjclc fpan. , 
brinfi; a tender child and pliant, , ! 

m'U fee me fjkretch him to a giant ; %6 

)r fliall they in the leaft complain, 

caufe my magic gives napaiA. . , . 

VoL.Vin. Ff AN- 
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A N T H E R. 

TTTE. arc little brethren twain, 
^^ Arbiters of lofs and gain. 
Many to our counters run. 
Some are made, and fome undone. 
But men find it to their coft, J 

Few are made, but numbers loft. 
'Iliough waplay-^hcm tricks for cvcy. 
Yet tlicy always hope our favour. 

To Dr. Shekidak. 

DEar iShcridan ! a gefttfc ^^iiir 
Of Gallftdwn lads (for fuch they are) 
Befides a brace of grave divines 
Adore the fmoothncfs of thy lines ; 
Smooth as our bafons filver flood, 5 

Ere George had robb'd it of its mud ; 
Smoother than Pcgafus' old (hoc, 
Ere Vulcan comes to make him new. 

The board on which we fet our a s. 

Is not fo fmooth as arc thy verfes. lo 

Compar'd with which, (and that^s enough), 
A fmoothing-ir'n itfelf is rough. 
•Nor praife I lefs'that circumcifion. 
By modern poets call'd elifion, 
With which, in proper ftation pfecc'd, 15 

Thy polifh'd lines arc firmly brace'd. 
Thus, a wife tailor is not pinching. 
But turns at ev'ry fecxn an inch in. 
Or elfe, be fure, your broad-cloth breeches 
Will BC*€r be fmooth, uot\io\^\3afcvc ft.ltches. 20 
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rhy vcrie, like bricks, defy the weather, 

Wlien fmooth'd by rubbing them together ; 

rhy words >fo clofely wedg'd, and fhort are, 

Like walls more lading without mortar ; 

tj leaving out the needlefs vowels, 25 

100 favc the charge of lime and trowebr 

One letter ftiU another locks, 

£ach grooved and dove-tail'd, like a bdx ; 

rhy mufe is tuckt up and fuccin^l ; ■ 

n chains thy fyllables.^re linkt. 30 

rhy words togethei^ ly'd in fmall hanks^ 

3ofe as the Macedonian phalanx ) 

The like the umbo of the Romans, 

VhJch fierceft foes could break by no mcansr 

?hct:ritic to his grief will find, 35 

low firmly thefe indentures bind 2 

loin the kindred painter's art 

^bc ihon'ning b the niceft part. 

F&ilologers of future ages, 
low will they pore upon thy pages ! 40 

for win they^ dare to break the joints^ . - . 
5ut help thee to be read with points : 
)r, elfe to ihew their learned labour, you 
tf ay backward be pcrus'd like Hebrew, . 
A^herein they need not lofe a bit 45 

>r of thy harmony or. wit. , 
To make a work completely fine, 
dumber, antd weight, and ^neafure joinr ; 
Then alimuft grant your lines are weighty> 
iVhere thirty weigh as much as eighty. 50 

^U-muft allow your numbers more^ 
kVhere twenty lines exceed fourfcore ; 
^or can we think yOtrr meafure Qiort^ . 
kVhcre lefs than forty fill a quart. 
With Alexandrian in the clofe, 55 

i^ong, long, long, long, like Dan's long nofe. 

F f X K 
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A Rebus wriucn by a Lady ♦ on tbe Re- 
verend Dean Swif t • With ihk Aufwcn 

CUT the oame of the mam who his ^ Jofepk 
miftrefs dcny'd. 
And let the firft of it be only apply'd 
To join with the propliet who David 

did chide. ^ Nation. 

Then fay, what a horfe is that runs very faft. 
And that which deferves to be firft par the ]aA ; 5 
Spell all then^ put them together, to find 
The name and die virtues of him I d'efign*d. 
Like the patriarch in Egypt, he's vers'd in the ftatc; 
Like the prophet inr Jewry, he's free with the great; 
Like a racer, he flies to fuccour with fpeed, 10 
When his friends want his aid, or defert is in need. 

The A N S W E R. 

THE nymph who wrote this in an amorous fit, 
1 cannot but envy the pride of her wit, - 
Which thus fhc will ventureprofufely to throw 
On fo mean a defign, and a fubjeft. (o low. 
For mean's her dclign, and her (ubjea as mean, 5 
The firft but a Rebus, the laft but a Dean. 
A Dean's but a parfon; and what is a rebus ? 
A thing never known to the mufes or Phcebus f 
The corruption of ver(e ; for when all is done, 
It is but a paraphrafe made on a pun. 10 



• Mrs*. Vunhomrigb. 

But 
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But a genius like her's n6 fubjeft can ftifle. 
It {hews and difcovers itfelf through a trifle. 
B7 reading this trifle^ I quickly began 
To find her a great wit, but theDeanafmaU man.. 
Rich ladies will fumiih their garets with ihi£f, 1 5 
Which others for mantuas would think fine enough : 
So the wit that is lavifhly thrown away here. 
Might fumifli afecond rate poet a year. 
Thus much for the verfe, we proceed to the next. 
Where the Nymph has entirely forfakenher text : 20 
Her fine panegyrics are quite out of feafon. 
And what fhe defcribes to be merit is treafoQ : 
The changes which faAion had made in the flate^ 
Have put the Dean'& politics quite out of date : 
Now no one regards what he utters with freedom. 
And fhould he write pamphlets, no great man 
woidd read 'em ; 26 

And fhould want or deiert firand in need of his aid. 
This racer would prove but a duU-foundei 'd jade. 

Written by the Rev. Dp. Swk^t on hi& 
own Deafness* 

'VTErtiginofuSy inpps, fur Jus, male gratusamicis ; 
^ Nen campanajfbnans^ ionitrunon ab Jove mijfum, 
^ad mage mtrandum^ faltemji credere fas eftyj 
Nen clamofa meas muHerjam percutit cures. . 

In E N G L I S H. - ,. 

DEaf, giddy, helplcfs, left alone, 
To sSl my friends a burden grown ; 
No more I hear my church's bell. 
Than if it rang out for my knell : 

F f 3 ^^ 
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At thunder now no more I ftait^ ■ f 

Than at the rumbling of a cart ; 
Naj, what's morediblc, alack I 
I hardly* hear a woman's clacks 

A Letter to Dr. Hblsham. 

Sir, Nov. 22' 173^ f ^tfi^ht. 

TTTH en left yon, I found myfelt of the grape's 
^ ^ juice fick : 

I*m fo full of pity, I never abufe fick ; 
And the patienteft patient that ever you knew fick: 
Both when* I am purge-fick» and when I am fpuc- 

fick. 
I pitied my cat, whom I knew by her mcw-fick ; S 
She mended at firft, but now fhe's anew- fick. 
Captain Butler made fome in the church black and 

blue-fick; 
Dean Crofs, had he preach'd, would have made us 

all pew-fick. 
Are not you, in a croud, when you fweat and ftcw- 

fick? . 
Lady Santry got out of the church * when fhe grew 

fick, 19 

And, as fafi: as fhe could, to the deanry flew fick. 
Mifs Morice was (I can aflure you 'tis true) fick ; 
For who would not be in that numerous crew fick? 
Such mufic would make a fanatic or Jew fick : 
Yet ladies are feldom at ombre or lue fick : 15 

Nor is old Nanny Shales f , whene'er fhe does brew 

fick. 

• St. Patrick's cathedral, whcfc the moiicon St. Cseilia's day was 
ufilaUy performed. 

t Vide « Ciatton inter Belcamp ct Clcnftoh." 

Mir 
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My footman came home from the church of a 

bruife £ick, 
And loo^'d like a rake^ irho was made in>the fiewt 

£ck ; 
But you, learned dodlors, can make whom you 

chufe fick. 
Poor I myfelf I was, when I withdrew, fick. 20 
For the fmell of them made me like Garlic and rue 

fick. 
And I got through the croud, though not led by a 

clue fick. 
You hop'd to find many (for that was your cue) 

fick; 
But there were not a dozen (to give 'em their due) 

fick, 
And thofe, to be fure^ fiiuck together like glue, 

fick. 25 

So are ladles in crouds, when they Iqueeze and 

theyfcrew, fick. 
You may find they are all* by their yellow pale 

hue, fick ; 
So am I, when tobacco^ like Robing I chew, fick. 

To Dr. Shexidan. 

Nov. 23, at flight. 

IF I write any more, it will make my poor mufc 
fick. 
This night I came home with a very cold dew fick. 
And I wifh I mav foon be not of an ague fick ; 
But I hope I fliall ne'er be, like you, of a threw fick. 
Who often has made me, by looking afcue> fick. 5 
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A Letter to Dr. HzhsnAM. 
SIR, 
Pray difcruciate what follows. 

THE duUeft bead, and gentleman's liqucnv 
When young, is often due to the yicar. 



The dulleft of bcafts, and fwines delight,. 
Make Up a bird very fwift of flight. " 

The dulleft beaft when high in ftature. 
And another of royal nature, 
For breeding is a ufeful creatui*e. 

The dulleft beaft, and a party diftreft-, 
When too long, is bad at beft. 



] 



The dulleft beaft, and the faddle it wears, lO 

Is good for partridge, not for hares. 

The dulleft beaft and kind voice of a cat, 
Will make a horfe go, though he be not fat. 

The dulleft of beafts and of birds in the air. 

Is that by which all iriflHnenfwear. 15 

The dulleft beaft and fam'd college for Teagucs, 
Is a perfjn very undSt for intrigues. 

The dulleft beaft and a cobler's tool. 
With a boy that is only fit for a fchool, 
III fummer i$ very ^l^^t^LUX. ?csxd ^qoU 
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The dulleft beaft, and that which you kKs, 
Maj break a limb of maftec or tons. 

Of ferpent-kind, and what at dillance kills. 
Poor Miftrefs Dingley oft hatbfeh itt bills. 

The duUeft beaft, and eggs uDfotfnd» 2$ 

Without it I rather would walk on the ground. 

The dulleft beaft, and what coders a houfc. 
Without it a writer is not worth a loufe. 

The duHeft beaft, and fcandalous yermin, 

Of roaft or boil'd, to the hungry is channing. 30 

The dulleft beaft, and T^^hat's^over'd wilb cruft, ; 
There's no body but a fool that would truft. 

The dulleft beaft mending highways. 
Is to a horfe an evil difeafe. 

The dulleft beaft, and a hole in the ground, 3$ 
Will drefs $1 dinner worth five povud. 

The dulleft beaft, and what doAprs pretend 
The cook-maid often has by the end. 

The diilleft beaft, and fifli fofr lent, 

May give you a blow ybu*U for ever repent. 40 

The dulleft beaft, and a Ihamefui jeer, ' ' 
Without it a lady fliould never appear. 

JVed^efday fnght.* 
I writ all tbcfe before I went to bed. Vv9j explain 
them for me, becaufe I cannot do it. 

PROBi- 
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PftOBATUH AUTEH 

ALong-ear'd Iteftft, aod ftiifieki^JMnife for cttde, 
AmoAg die coak does often rattk*. 

A long-ear'd beaft, a bird that prates. 
The bridegroom's firft gtft^ to their mates. 
Is by an pkms Chrlffitns thbfight, 5 

In clergymen the greateft fault. 

A long'^ear'd be&fty andnroman of Enddr, 
V yoyr wife be a (cold, that will mend her. • 

With a long-ear'd beaft and med'cines nfe,. 
Cook» nnd^e their fowl look tight and fprnce. lo 

A long*eard beafty and holy fable. 
Strengthens the ihoes of half the rabble*. 

A long-ear'd beaft, and Rhipnifli wine. 
Lies in the lap*of Id^dies 6ne. 

A long-ear'd beaft, and Flanders college, 1$. 
h Dr. T— — 1 to my knowledge; 

A long-ear^a b(faft, and f)ullding knl^t ; 
Cenforious people do in ipight. 

A long-ear'd beaft, and bird of night. 
We finners are too apt to flight. 20 

A long-ear'd beaft, and fhameful vermin^ 
A judge will eat, though clad in ermine. 

A long-ear'd beaft, and>Iri{h carr. 
Can leave a mark, and give a imart*^ 

A long-car*d bcaft in mud to lici ^5 

No bird in air fo (wift can fly. 

A long-ear'd beaft^ and a fputt'ring old Whigi 
I wifh he were in it, and dancing a j^. 

A long-ear'd beaft, and liquor to write. 
Is a damnable fmell both morning and night. 30 

A long-ear*d beaft, and the child of a iheep, 
At whift they will make a defperate fweep. 

A long- 
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A'long-ear'd beaft, and till midnight y(»i fiay. 
Will cover a houfe much better than clay. 

A long-ear 'd beaft^ and the di'ink you love beil;» 
You call him a floven in eameft or jeft. 36 

A long-ear 'd beaft, and the Sixteenth letter, 
rd not look at all, unlefs I look'd better. 

A long-ear'd beaft give me, and eggs imfound^ 
Ox elfe I win not ride one inch of ground. 40 

A iong-ear*d beaft, smother name for jeer. 
To ladies ikins there^s nothing comes fo neai:. 

A long-ear'd beaft, and kind nofe of a cat. 
Is ufeful in journeys, take notice of diat. 

A long-ear'd beaft, and what feafons your beef. 
On fuch an occalion the law gives relief. 46 

A long-ear'd beaft, a thing that foi ce muft drive 
in. 
Bears up his houfe, that's of his own contriving. 



TOM's mctamorphofis into a Poet and 
Spaniel. 

'T'OM was a little merry grig, 
•■• Fiddled and dance'd to his own jig ; 
Good-natur'd, but a little filly, 
Irrefolute, and fhally-Ailly : 
What he fliourd do he could not guefs : 5 

They mov'd^ him like a man at chefs. 
Sfmit told him once that he had wit : 
Swift was in jeft, poor Tom was bit ; 
Thought himfelf ion of fecond Ph<£bus. 
For ballad, pun, lampoon, and rebus. 10 

He took a draught of Helicon^ 
But fwallow'd fo much water down. 
He got a dropfy : now they fay 'tis 
Tum'd to poetic diabetes *, 
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And all the liquor ht has paft, i; 

Is without fpirit, fait, or tafte. 

But fince it paft, Tom thought it wit ; 

And therefore wrk, and writ, and writ* 

He writ -the wonder of all wonders. 

He writ the bkmder of all blunders : 20 

He writ a merry farce for puppet. 

Taught aAors how to fqueak and hop it ; 

A treatife on the wooden man * ; 

A ballad on the nofe of Dan f ; 

The art ^f making April fools, 25 

And four and thirty punning rules : 

The learned fay, that Tom went fnacks 

With philomaths for almanacks ; 

Hiough they divided are, fome fay 

He writ for Whaley, fome for Campfey :]:. 30 

Hundreds there -are who will make oath^ - 

He writ alternately for both : 

For though they'made the calculations^ 

Tom writ the monthly obfervations. 

Such were his writings : but his chatter 35 

Was one continued clitter clatter. 

Swift flit his tongue, and made him talk. 

Cry Cup offacky and IValk^ knaves ^ walk : 

And fitted little prating Poll, 

For wiry cage in common haU ; 40 

Made him expert at quibble jargon, 

And quaint at felling of a bargain. 

Poll he could talk in different linguo's. 

But hexould never learn diflinguo's : 

Swift tried in vain, and angry thereat, 4; 

Into a fpaniel turn'd his parrot : . 

Made him to walk on his hind -legs. 

And now he dances, fawns, and begs ; 

Then cuts a caper o'er a flick, 

Lies clofe, will whine, and creep, and lick. 50 



♦ The (ign of a wooden man in EfTcir-ftreet, Dublin, 
•f" A perfon remarkable for a nofe of an eoormocs fize. 
% Two almanack-mikas \iv\^uUvTi« 
1 
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Swift puts a bit upon his fnout, 
Bpo^ Tom he dares not look' about ; 
But ibon as Swift once gives the word. 
He fnaps it up, thoygh 'twere a t d. 

*♦♦♦♦♦♦*♦♦♦♦*♦♦♦*♦♦♦*♦ 

* Mrs. PiLKiNOTON to Dr. Swift, on his 
Birthday. 

WHile I the godlike men of old, 
In admiration wrapt, behold ! 
Rever'd antiquity explore. 
And turn the long-liv'd volumes o'er. 
Where Cato, Plutarch, Flaccus fhine 5 

In ev'iy excellence divine ; 
I. grieve, that our degenerate days 
Produce no mighty fouls like thcfe ; 
Patriot, philofopher, and bard. 
Are names uiiknown, and feldom heard, 10 

Spare your 'refleiftion, Phoebus cries, 
' 1 is as ungrateful as unwife ; 
Can you complain this facred day, 
That virtues or that arts decay ? 
Pehold in Swift reviv'd appears 15 

The virtues of unnumbcr'd years ; 
Behold in him, with new dejight. 
The patriot, bard, and fage unite ; 
And knoWf .lerne in that name 
Shall rival Greece and Rome in fame. 20 

A Love-Song. . . ' 

A Pud in IS almi dcs ire, 
•*^ Mimis tres I ne vcr re cpii re ; 
Alo veri findit a gcflis, 
Hi& mifci'i nc ver at reftis. 

VoL.VIlf. Gg K». 
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The Life arid gcnulrrc CH-AHACTiirR of ibc 
Reverend Dr. Swift, D. S, P. D. 

Written by himfeU'. 

A D VERTISEMENT. 

The verfes on the death of Dr. Swift, written by 
himfelf, being very much inquired after ' By Tiisfinends, 
many of whom pretended to have genuine copies, al* 
though he never faffered any ct them to takieone; 
the following was publiftied wlih breaks, dafhes, and 
triplets, (which the author ihcver made ufe of), to dif- 
guife his manner of Writing; by which,. however, they 
were deceived, although the genuine one Was not pub- 
lifti'cd until the year iy^i> : but, in order tb -dblige the 
teadcr, we publifhed the ix)Jldwidg, (although he woald 
not own it) ; which, the beft Judges allow^ hath many 
fine ftrokes of wit and humour •^t 

To the READEJl. 

This poetical account of the Life and Charafler of 
the reverend Dr. Swift, fo celebrated through the 
world for his many ingenious wriiings, wiag occafioned 
by a maxim of Rochefou<;aalt„; and is now publiflieA 

♦ Sec the verfes on Swift's Death, in vol, 8. p, 12. 
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Icopi t^e ^iithorfs laft correal CQPjt biding df^icated 
by the publiflicr to AlcjtJmder Pope of Twic^enham^ 

To: At.EXA^DEK Pope, Efq-, 

Of Twlckaaham, in the county of Middlefcx, 

A S you havf been long an intimate friend of the 
•^*' author of the following poem, I thought you 
would not be difpleafed with being informed of 
fome partiiculars," how he came to write it, and how 
I, very innocently, procured a copy. 

It feems the Dean^ in converfation with fome 
friends, faid, he could guefs the difcourfe of the 
world concerning his character after his death, and 
thought it might be no improper fubjc^St for a 
poem. This happened above a •year before he 
finifhed it ; for it was written by fmall pieces, jufl 
as leifure or humour allowed him. 

He fhewed fome parts of it to feveral friends, 
and when it was completed, he feldom refufed the 
fight of it to any vifiter: fo that, probably, it hath 
been perufed by fifty perfous ; which being againft: 
Jiis ufual practice, many people judged, likely e- 
nough, that he had a deiire to make the people of 
Publin impatient to fee it publifhed, and at the 
fame time to difappoint them : for he never would 
be prevailed on to grant a copy, and yet feveral 
lines were retained by memoiy, and are often re- 
peated in Dublin. 

It is thought, that one of his fcrvants, in whom 
he had great confidence, and- who had accefs to his 
clofet, took an opportunity, while his mafter was 
riding fome miles out of town, to tranfcribe the 
whole poem : and it is probable, that the fervant 
lent it to others, wfep were not trufty, (as is gene- 
rally the cafe). By this accident I having got a 
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very correA copy from a friend in Dublin, lie tin- 
der no obligation to conceal it. 

I have ihewn it to very good judges, friends of 
the Dean, (if I may venture to fay fo to you, who 
are fuch a faperior judge and poet), who are well 
acquainted with the author's ftyle and manner ; and 
they all allow it to be genuine, a^ vrtU as perfe^y 
iinifhed and correA ; his particular genius appear- 
ing in every line, together with his peculiar way of 
chinking and writing. 

I fhould be very fonj to offend the Dean, al^ 
though I am a perfcA ftranger to his perfon : but 
£nce the poem will infallibly be foon printed^ ei- 
ther here or in Dublin, I take myfelf to have the 
beft title to fend it to the prefs ; and I fhall direft 
the printer to commit as few errors as poffible. 

I am, Sir, with the greateft rcfpeft, 

Fnm my chambers in your moft obedient, and 

. the Inner 'Temple f 

London, Jpril i. moft humble fcrvant, 

1733- L.M. 

The Life and Character of Dr. Swift. 

Upon a Maxim in Rochefoucault *, 

VIT'Ifc Rochefoucault a maxim writ, 
^^ Made up of malice, truth, and wit : 
If what he fays be not a joke. 
We mortals are ftrange kind of folk. 

But hold : before we farther go, 5 

Tis fit the maxim we fhould know. 



• Sec the m:xim> in ^<i\, %. ^. ix% 
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He fays, «• Whenever fortune fends 
** Difafters to our deareft friends, 
•* Although we outwardly may grieve, 
'** We oft are laughing in our fleeve." 10 

And when I think upon't this minute, 
I fancy there is fomething in it. 

We fee a com'rade get a fall, 
Yet laugh our hearts out, one and all. 

Tom for a wealthy wife looks round, if 

A nymph that brings ten thoufaad pound : 
He no where could have better pick'd ; 

A rival comes, and Tom is nicked 

See how behave his friends pjrofeft^ 

They turn the matter to a jeft ; ic 

Loll out their tongues, and thus tbcy talk, 

*^ Poor Tom has got a plaguy baulk f **— — 

I could give inftances enough, 
That human friendship is but Huff. 
Whene'er a flatt'ring puppy cries, . 2.5 

You are his deareft friend ; he lies : 

To lofe a guinea at piquet. 

Would make him rage, and ftorm, and fret ; 

Bring from his heart fincerer groans. 

Than if he heard you broke your bones. i^m-. 

Come, tell me truly, would you take well, 
Suppofe your friend and you were equal. 
To fee him always foremoft ftand, 
AffeA to take the upper hand, 
And ftrive to pafs in public view 35 

For much a better man than you ? 
Envy, I doubt, would powerful prove, 
And get the better of your love : 
'Twould pleafe your palate, like a feaft. 
To fcc him mortify 'd at leaft* . ■■ ■■ 40 
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Tis true, we talk of friendfliip much, ' 
But who are they that can keep touch ? ^ ■- 
Truc friendlhip in two breads requires 
The fame averfions and defires : 
My friend fhould have, when I complain^ 
A fellow-feeling of my pain. 

Yet. by experience, oft we find. 
Our friends are of a diflfVent mind ; 
And were I tortur'd with the gout. 
They'd laugh to fee me make a rout, 50 

Glad that themfelves could walk about. 

Let me fuppofe two fpecial friends. 
And each to poetry pretends ; 
Would either poet take it well, 
'l^o hear the other bore the bell ? 
His rival for the chiefeft reckon -d, 
Himfelf pafs only for the fecond j 

WTien you are fick, your friends, you fay, 
Will fend their howd'ye's ev'ry day : 

Alas ! that gives you Imall relief! ' 

They fend for manners ; — not for grief;—— 
Nor, if you dy'd, would fail to go 

'Fhat ev'ning to a puppet fhow : 

Yet come in time to fhow their loves. 
And get a hat-band, fcarf, and gloves. 

To make thefe truths the better known. 
Let me fuppofe the cafe my own. 

The day will come when't fhall be faid, 

** D'ye hear the news ? the Dean is dead!— 

** Poor man : he went all on a fudden !— — 
H'as dropped, and ** giv'n the crow a pudding I" 
What money was behind him found ? 
*' I hear about two thoufand pound——— 
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'* Tis own'd he "was a man of wit,"— — • 

Yet many a foolifh thing he writ ; — — 75 

" And fure he muft be deeply leam'd ! 

That's more than ever I difcem'd ! ■ 

** I know his neareft friends complain, 

** He was too airy for a Dean. 

*' He was an honeft man, 111 fwear:"— — 8d 

Why, Sir, I differ from you there ; 

For I have heard another ftory. 

He was a moft confounded Tory ! ' 

'* Yet here we had a ftrong report, 

" That he was well recciv'd at court/'- 85 

Why, then it was, I do affert. 

Their goodnefs, more than his defert 

He grew, or elfe his comrades ly*d. 

Confounded dull, — before he dy'd. 

He hop'd to have a lucky hit, 90^ 

Some medals fent him for his wit ; C 

But truly there the Dean was bit j 

** And yet, I think, for all your jokes, 
** His claim as good as other folks" 

*' Muft we the d rapier then forget ? 95 

** Is not our nation in his debt ? 
** 'Twas he that writ the Drapicr's letters V* 
He fliould have left them for hisljetters ; 
Wc had a hundred abler men. 
Nor need depend upon his pen—— 100 

Say what you will about his reading, 
You never can defend bis breeding ! 
Who in his fatires running riot. 
Could never leave the world in quiet ;-*— 
Attacking, when he took the whim, 105 

Court, city, camp, all one to him. 

But why would he, except he flobber'd, 
Offend our patriot, great Sir Robert 5 
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Whofc councik aid the fov'reign powV, 

To favc the nation ev'ry hour ? no 

What fcenes of evil he unravels, 

In fatircs, libels, lying travels ! 

Not fparing his own clergy-cloth, . 

Bat eats into it like a medi. * 

** If he makes mankind had as elves; 1I5 

*' Anfwer, they may. thank themfolves : 
" If vice can never be abaih'd, 
*' It muft be ridicul'd or lafh'd." 
But if I chance to make a flip. 
What right had he to hold the whip ? ne 

** If you refent it, who's to blame ? 
•* He neither knew you, nor your name-. * 
•* Should vice expedt to 'fcape rebuke, 
" becaufe its owner is a duke ; 
•* Vice is a vermin, Tportlmen fay 125 

** No vermin can demand fair play, 
•* But ev'ry hand mayjuftly flay." 

I envy not the wits, who write 
Merely to gratify their fpite ; 
Thus did the Dean ; his only fcope 130 

Was, to be held a mifanthrope. 
This into general odium drew him, 
Which, ifhe lik'd, much good may't do him : 
This gave him enemies in plenty. 
Throughout two realms nineteen in twenty : 135 
His zeal was not to lafh our crimes, 
But difcontent againft the times : 
For had we made him timely offers, 
To raife his poft, or fill his coffers ; 
Perhaps he might have truckled clown, i4« 

Like other brethren of the gown. 
For party he would fcarce have bled— 

I fay no more,— becaufe he's dead. 

But 
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** But who ec?uld charge him to his face, 
** That e'er he crinfge'd to men in place ? 145 

** His principles, of ancient date, 
** 111 fuit with thofe profcfs'd of late ; 
" The Pope, or Calvin, he'd oppofc, 
♦' And thought they both were equal foe* : 
** That church and ftate had fuffer'dmore 150 
" By Calvin than the fcarkt whore : 
** Thought popifh and fanatic zeal 
" Both bitter foes to Britain's weal. 
" The Pope would of our faith bereave us— — 
" But ftill our monarchy would leave us—-* 155 
** Not fo the vile fanatic crew • 
** That ruin'd church and monarch too. 

" Suppofing thefe rfefleftions juft, 
** We fhould indulge the Dean's difgufl:, 
*' Who faw this fadtious tribe carefs'd, i6# 

" And lovers of the church diftrefsM— *— 
** The patrons of the good old caufe, 
** In fenates fit, in making laws y 
" The moft malignant of thie hefd*, 
" In fureft way to be preferr'd — 16$ 

** And preachers find the better quarter^ 
*' For railing a:t the royal martyr. 

" Whole fwarms of {eQs with grief, he faw,. 
** Mote favour'd than t&e churcfi by la\^ : 
** Thought Proteftant too good a name 170 

" For canting hypocrites to claim, 
** Whofe proteftatioa hides a fting 
*' Deftruftive to the churcfi and king : 
** Which might as well, in his opinion, 
•* Become an Atheift, or Socinian." 175 

A Protcftant's a fpecial clinker ; 
* It ferves for fceptic and free-thinker ;. 
" It ferves for ftubble, hay, and wood, 
<« For cv'ry thing but what k {hQ>a\d," 
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What writings has he left behiod ? . ■ ■ ■ >^ lU 

** I hear they're erf a diflf 'rem kiad : 

" A few in verfe ; but moft in profe i ■ " 

Some high-flown pamphlets, I fiippofi: ^ 

All fcribbled in the worft of tiHies^ 

To palliate his friend Oxford's crimes, l8j 

To praifc Queen Anne ; nay more, defend her, 

As never fa v 'ring the pretender ;• 

Or libels yet concealed from fight, < m » 

Againft the court to fliew his fpite : 

Perhaps,, his travds, part the third ;. 190 

A lie at ev'ry fecond word : 

OflFcnfive to a loyal ear ; ■ 

But not one fermon, you may fwear. n uif 

** Sir, our accounts are difF'rent quite, 
** And your conjeftures are not right; 19J 

^* "Tis plain his writings were defigo'd 
" To pleafe, and to reform mankind :- 
** And if he often mifs'd his aim, 
" The world muft own it to their {hamc : 
" The praife is his, and their's the blame. 20a 

*' Then, fince you drend no further laflies^ 
" You freely may forgive hUaihes." 

The Eud of the Misceli-anips in Versb. 
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A LETTER tb a Youtro Clergyman 
iwidy ettteiRed into Holy Orders *. 

S I R, Dvblin, Jan.p. i7«9-2o. 

ALthovgli it was againft my 'knowledge or ad- 
vice diat ydu entcrefl into holy oi'dei-s, cnder 
tTie pi'efem difpofitions ctf mankind towards the 
■church; yet, .£nce it is now fuppofcd too late to 
Fccede, -^at lekft according to the general prwSticc 
•and opinion'),!! canncft forbear offisring my thoughts 
to yoti upon this new condition of life you are en- 
gaged in. 

I could heartily wiih, that the circumftances of 
your fortune had enabled yon to have continued fome 
years longear in the univerfity, at leaft till you were 
ten years ftanding ; to have laid in a competent flock 
of human learning, and fome knowledge in divini- 
ty, before you attempted to appear in the world ; 
for I cannot but lament the common courfe, which, 
at kaft, nine in ten of thofc who enter into the mi- 
niftry are obliged to run. When they have taken 
a degree, and are confequently grown a burden to 
their friends, who now think themfelves fully dif- 
.^hargcdy they g^into orders as foon as they can, 
(upon which I fliall make no remarks) ; firft folicit 
a rdaderfhip, and, if they be very fortunate, arrive 
in timte'to a curacy here in town, orelfe are fent to 
be aiSftarits in "the coujitry, where they probably 

• This ctight toberead by oil the young cltrpymcn in the three 
kiBgdoYns, Tho* it be addrciftc'd only to a young clergyman, yet it is 
fdfarpt^d to'c^e y a|e stiTd tiriderifVailding. It contains obfervations that 
delight -SAd ini^ttjve t^ftrf diind ; and may be rtad with pleafure and 
adf a&tagp by. the oldeft Mid mofi exemplary divii\e«« Ott^ ;). 
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cantinue fevcxal years, (many of them tbelr 
whole lives), with thirty or forty poun4s for their 
fupport ; till fome bifhop, who happens not to be 
overftocked with relation.% or attached to favour- 
ites, or is content to fupply his diocefe without co- 
lonies fcom England, be£tows upoia them feme io' 
confiderable benefice, when it is odds th^ are al- 
ready incumbered with a numerous family. I 
would be glad to know, what intervals of life fuch 
perfons can poffiUy fet apart &>r the improvemeot 
of their minds ; or which way they -could be fiir- 
niihed with books, the libraiy thev brought with 
ihem from their college being ufually not the moft 
numerous, or judicioufly cholen. If inch gendemea 
arrive to be great fcholars, it muft, I think, be ei^ 
ther by means fupernatural, or by a method 
altogether out of any road yet known to the learn- 
ed. But I conceive the fa£i direftly otherwife, and 
that many of them lofe the greateft pan of the fmall 
pittance they received at the univedity. 

I take it for granted, that you intend to purfuc 
the beaten tradt, and are already defirous to be fecn 
in a pulpit ; only I hope you will think it proper to 
pafs your quarantine among, fome of the defolatc 
churches five miles round this town, where you may 
at leaft leai*nto read and to fpeak, before you venture 
toexpofe your parts in a city -congregation ; not that 
thefe are better judges, but becaufe, if a man muft 
needs expofe his folly, it is more fafe and .difcreet 
to do fo before few witnefles, and ip a fcattcrcd 
neighboorhood. And you will do well, if you can 
prevail upon fome intimate and judicious friend to 
be your conflant hearer, and allow him with the 
utmoft freedom to give you notice of whatever he 
fhall find amifs, either in your voice or gefturc : 
for want of which early warning many clergymen 
coniinue defedlive, and fometimes ridiculous, to the 
end of their lives. Neither is it rare to obfcrvc, t* 
mong excellent and\e^tiiGd d\Nv»^S) a certain ungra- 

1 ^\w5 
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cious manner, or an unhappy tone of voice, which 
they have never been able to fhake off. 

I could likcwiie have been glad, if you had ap- 
plied yourfelf a little more to the ftudy of the £ng- 
liib language, than I fear you have done ; the ne- 
gle£k whereof is one of the moft general deftdls a- 
mong the fcholars of tliis kingdom, who fecm not 
to have the leaft concejnion of a ftyle, but run on 
in a flat kind of phrafeology, often mingled with 
barbarous terms and expreflions peculiar to the na- 
tion : neither do I perceive that any perfon either 
finds or acknowledges his wants upon this head, or in 
the leaft defires to have them fupplied. Proper 
words in proper places make the true definition of 
a. ftyle. But this would require too ample a difqui- 
iition to be now dwelt on. However, I fliall ven* 
ture to name one or two faults, which are eafy to 
be remedied with a very fmall portion of abilities. 

The firft is, the frequent uie of obfcure tei ms, 
which by the women are called hard words, and by 
the better fort of vulgar j^ne langu^e ; than which 
I do not know a more univerfal, inexcufable, and 
tmneceffary miftake^ among the clergy of all dif- 
tin£tions, but efpecially the younger practitioners. 
I have been curious enough to take a lift of feveral 
hundred words in a fermon of a new beginner, 
which not one of his hearers among a hundred 
could poffibly under ftand ; neither can I eaiily call 
to mind, any clergyman of* my own acquaintance, 
who is wholly exempt from this error, although 
many of them agree with me in the diilike of the 
thing. But I am apt to put myfelf in the place of 
the vulgar, and think many words difficult or ob- ' 
fcure, which the preacher will not allow to be fo, 
becaufc thofe words are obvious to fcholars. I be- 
lieve the method obferved by the famous Lord 
Falkland, in fome of his writing, would not be an 
iU one for young divines. I was afliired by. an old 
perfon of quality, who knew him well, thit when 

VoL.Vill. Hh V.^ 
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he doubted whether a word were pcrfeftly intelll^ 
blc or nq, hcufed toconfult one of her lady's cham- 
termaids, (not the waiting-woman, becaufe it ^as 
poffible fhe might be converfant in romances), and 
by her judgement was guided whether to receive 
or reject it. And if that great pcrfon thought fucli 
a caution ncceflary, in treatifes odered to the learn- 
ed world, it will be fure at leaft as proper in fer- 
monsj where the meanell hearer is fuppofed to be 
concerned, and where very often a lady's chamber- 
maid may be allowed to equal half the congregih 
tion, both as to quality and underftandlng. Bm I 
know not how it cOmefi to pifs, that ^rcrfeflbrt ia 
xnofk arts and fciences arc generally the worfl qualified 
to explain their meanings to thofe who are not of 
their tribe. A common fiirmerfli^make yotmii- 
derfVand, in three words, ** that his foot is out of 
** joint, or his coUar-bone broken ; wherein afu^ 
geon, after a hundred terms of art, if you are not 
a fcholar, ihall leave you to feek. It is frequendf 
the fame cafe in^aw, phyfie, and even majyy of the 
meaner arts. 

And upon this .accoum it is, that, among hard 
words, I number likewife thofe which are peculiar 
to divinity as.it is ifcience, becaufe I have obferved 
feveral clergymen, otherwife little fond of obfcure 
terms, yet in their fcrmons very liberal of diofe 
which they find in eccleilaftical wmers, as if it 
were our duty to underdand them ; which I am 
fure it is not. And I defy the greateft divine to 

S reduce any law, cither of God or man, which ob- 
gcs me to comprehend the meaning of omni/ciince, 
miniprefente^ ubiquity ^ at tribute^ beatific vifion, with 
a thoufand others fo frequent in pulpits, any more 
than that of ecrentnCy idiofyncracyy entity, and the 
like. I believe I may venture to infift furdicr, that 
many terms ufed in holy writ, particularly by St. 
Fsmly mighty with moi^e difcretion, be changed in- 
to 
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fO plainer fpecch> except when they are introduced 
^8 part of a quotation. 

1 am the more earned in thij matter, becaufe it 
is a general complaint, and the jiifteft in the world. 
For a divine hath nothing to fay to the wifcft con- 
gregation of any parilh in this kingdom, which he- 
may not exprefs in a manner to be underftood by 
the mcancft among them. And this aflertion muft 
be true, or elfc God requires from us more than 
we are able to perform. However, not to contend 
whether a logician might poffibly put a cafe that 
would ferve for an exception,. I i¥ill appeal to any 
man of letters, whether at leaft nineteen in twenty 
of thofc perplexing words might not be changed in* 
to c?ify ones, fuch as naturally firft occur to ordi- 
nary ipcn, and probably did fo at firft to thofe very 
gentlemen who are fo fond of the fermer. 

We are often reproved by divines from the puJ^ 
pits on account of our ignorance in things facred, 
and perhaps with jufticc enough j however it is not 
Tcry rcafonablc for them to expcft, that common 
men fhould underftand cxpreffions which are never 
made ufc of iti common life. No gentleman thinks 
k fafe or pi-udent to fend a fcrvant with a mefTagc; 
without repeating it more than once, and endea- 
vouring to put it into terms brought down to the 
capacity of the bearer j yet, after all tliis care, it is 
frequent for fervants to miftake, and fometimes oc- 
cafion mifunderftandings among fiiends ; althougli 
the common domeftics in fomc gentlemens familie^r 
have more opportunities of improving their minds 
than the ordmary fort of tradeimen. 

It is ufual for clergymen who are tax-ed with this 
fcarned dcfeft, to quote Dr. TiUotfon, and other 
famous divines, in their defence ; without confider- 
Ing the difference between elaborate difcourfes upon 
imponant occafions, delivered to princes and par- 
liaments, written with a view of being made public, 
and a plain fcrmon, intended for the middle or 
H h 2, Vswwr 
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I ^^er fize of people. Neither do they feem to re* 
1 number the many aUeracunis, additions, and ex- 
iran^^ings, made by great authors, in thofc treatifes 
which they prepare for the pubhc. Bcfides, that 
excellent prelate above mentioned was known to 
preach after a much more popular manner in the 
rity-congregaiions ; and if in thofe p*4rts of his 
worlc* he be any where too obfcure for the undcr- 
ftandinos of many who may be fuppofed to have 
been his hearers, it ought to be numbered among 
Lis O'liitlions. 

The fear of being thought pedants, hath been of 
pernicious confequcnvic to young di\ ines. This hath 
wholly taken many of them off from their feverer 
ftudies* in ^^ univcrlity ; which they have exchang- 
ed for f^h pocnu, ui\d pamphlets, in order to 
^ujjifytbem for tcA-iables and coffee-houfes. This 
tber ufoally call fctit- c.^KZ^erftitiofi, knowing the worlds 
fjg^ reading T^n iyi^jil jf hecks. Thele accomplifh- 
Hients, when applied in the pulpit, appear by a 
ouaint, terfc, dorid iHIe, rounded into periods 
god cadencies, commonly without either propriety 
or meaning. I h.ivc litKn'd with my utmoft atten* 
tion for half an hour tv> an orator of this fpecies, 
without King able to undorl>and, much lefs to car- 

8 away one ti*>gle fentenec out of a whole iermon. 
thers, to Ihew th.it their ftudies have not been 
confined to rcience:>, or ancient autliors, will talk 
in the ttyle of a gaming ordinary, and White 
friars *, when, I fup-^ofe, the hearers can be little 



• The iV.le of White Fri.ir* was thit^of iharpert, bullies, and o'hft 
fugiti^J* irom thf law. T!us prccinrt, in 1609, obtained from K. 
James a charter of exemption from pariOi, ward ard city offices, ex- 
cept in the miatii. Being poiTcfTcd t'.icrrof, the inhabitants claimed 
afterwards a power and right ro proceed the perfons of dcbtori; where- 
by t^ place becioie filled with iawlefF refagces of all Ccis, who grew 
tej^l^^jieight of wicki^l.tol'sand impudence, that it was fi>nnd ne- 
^r^^^WC. William's tiaac, by a^ of pirliamtot, lo fuppref^ and 

\ edified 
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edified by the tcrnis of palmtng, Jbuffiingy biting^, 
bamboozlingy and the like, if they have not been 
fometimes converfant among pick-pockets and fhar- 
pers. And truly, as they fay, a man is known by 
his company, fo it fhould feem, that a man*s com- 
pany may be known by his manner of exprefling 
himfelf, either in public affemblies, or private con- 
verfation. 

It would be endlefs to run over the fevcral defers 
of ftyle among us. I Ihall therefore fay nothing of 
the mean and the paltry, (which are ufually attend- 
ed by the fuftian) much lefs of the flovenly and in- ^ 
decent. Two things I will juft warn you. again ft. 
The firft is the frequency of flat unneccflary epi- 
thets; and the other is, the folly of ufing old 
threadbare phrafes, which will often make you go- 
out of your way to find and apply them, are nau- 
fcous to rational hearers, and will feldom exprefs 
your meaning as well as your own naturaEwords. 

Although, sis I have already obferved, our Eng- 
lifh tongue is too little cultivated in this kingdom, 
yet the faults are nine in ten owing to aflfedtation. 
and not to the want of underftanding. When a 
man's thoughts are clear, the propereft words will. 
generaHy offer the mfelves firft ; and his own judge • 
mcnt will dired^ him in what order to place them, 
fo as they may be beft under ftood.. When men err 
againft this methbd^ it is ufually on purpofe, and 
to fhew theii^ learning, their oratory, their polite- 
nefs, or their knowledge of the woridi In Ihort,; 
that fimplicity, without which no human ^perform- 
ance can arri\^e to any great perfedtiouj. it is na- 
where more eminently ufefiil than in this; 

I have been confidering that, part of "oratory 
which relates to the moving of the paflions. 
This, I obfervc, is in efteem and pi^aftice among 
fome church-dvines, as well as among all the 
preachers and hearers of the fanatic or cnthufiaftic 
ikain. I will here deliver to you (perhaps with 

H h 3 ^ \SNa^€.. 
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store jEreedom than prudence) mj ppirdon upon H^ 
point. 

The two great orators of Greece and Rome, Dc- 
moltbcQfis an4 C ccro, though each of them a lead- 
er, (or, as the Greeks cal) a it, a dftnugogm) in I 
popular ftate, jec feeo) to differ in their pra£lke 
upon this branfih of their art. The fom^er, who 
liad to deal with a people of much more politenefsi 
learning, and wit, laid the greateft weight of his o- 
ratory upon the ftrength of his arguments offered 
to their padeiHanding and reafon ; whereas Tully 
confidered th^ difpoiitions of a finicere, more igno- 
rant, And leis mercurial nation, hy dwelling s^oft 
entif-ely on the pathetic p^t. 

But the principal thing to be ren)embered, is, that 
the conflant deiign of both thefe orators in all rheir 
foeeches was, tp drive fame one particular point, ei- 
ther the condempatioq or acquittal of an accufed 
perfoPi 4 pcrfMaiive to w^, the enforcing of a 
law, and the like : which was determined upon the 
fpotj according as the orators on either fide prevail- 
ed. And here it was often fo\ind of abfolute neceffityv 
to inflame or cool the pailions of the audience : ef- 
pecially at Rome, where Tully fpoke, and with whofe 
writings young divines. (I mean thofe among them 
who read old authoi's) are more converfant than 
with thofe of Demofthenes, who by many degrees 
C2Lcelled the other, at leaf^ as an orator. But I do 
not fee how this talent of moving the pafHons can 
be of any great ufe, towards direfting Chriftian 
men in the condvft of th^ir lives, at leaft in thefe 
^lorthevn climates *, where I am confident the 
ftrongeft eloquence of that kind will leave few ira- 
prejQloi^s upon any of our fpirics, deep enough to 

* This ilI(Tu;inve againfl an at empt to move tb« paflions, is not ia- 
tendcd to cen ore ihu^e dirci;uties, by which hop: and fear are excite4 
by an exhibition of iheit proper objeOs in proper language ; but that, 
(an: only, by wb.cb hypocrites affeA to be xnelttd iaio tears. 

- laft 
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laft till the next morning, or rather to the next 
meal. 

But what hath chiefly put me out of conceit with 
thb moTing manner of preaching, is the frequent 
difappointment it meets with. I know a gentlemao' 
vho mad« it a rul^ in reading, to (kip over all fen- 
tences where he fpied a note of admiration at the 
end. I believe thofe preachers who abound in epi^ 
phontmas ^, if they look about them, would find 
gnc part of the congregation out of countenance, 
and the other aflecp, except perhaps an old female 
beggar or two in the ifles, who (if they be iincere) 
may probably groan at the found. 

Nor is it a wonder that this expedient fliould fo 
often mifcarry, which requires fo much art and 
genius to arrive at any perfcdkion in it ; as every 
man will find, much Iboner than learn, by confult- 
ing Cicero himfelf. 

I therefore intrcat you to make ufe of this faculty 
(if you be ever fo unfortunate as to think you have 
it) as fcldom, and with as much caution as you can ^ 
cUc I may probably have occafion to fay of you, a$ 
a great perion faid of another upon this very Tub* 
jeft. A lady a£ked him, coming out of church, 
whether it were not a very moving difcourfc l 
<* Yes," faid he, ** I was extremely forry, for the 
** man is my friend.*' 

Jf, in company, you offer fomething for a jeft, 
and no body feconds you in your own laughter, or 
feems to rclifh what you faid, you may condemn 
their tafte, if you pleafe, and appeal to better judge- 
ments ; but, in the mean time, it muft be agreed, 
you make a very indifierent figure ; and it is at leaft 
equally ridiculous, to be difappointed in endeavour- 
ing to make other folks grieve, as to make them 
laugh. 

A plain convincing reafon may poffibly operate 

P Eplpbtmma fignlfies a fcAteaUous kiod of exclamatioo. 
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upon the mind, both of a learned and ignorant 
hearer, as long as they live, and will edify a thou- 
fand times more than the art of wetting the hand- 
kerchieft of a whole congregation^ if you were 
fure to attain it. 

If your arguments be ftrpng^ in God's name 
offtr them in as moving a manner as the nature of 
the fubje^l: will properly admit, wherein reafon and 
good advice will be your Tafcft guides : but beware 
of letting the pathetic part fwallow up the rational v 
for I fuppofe philofophers have long agreed, thai 
paflion Ihould never prevail over reafon. 

As I take it, the two principal branches of preach- 
ing are, lirft, to tell the people what is their dut/, 
and then to convince them that it is fo. The to- 
pics for both thefe, we know, are brought from 
fcripture and reafon. Upon the former, I wiib it 
were often pra^ifed, to inftrudt the hearers in the 
limits, extent, and compafs of every duty, which 
requires a good deal of Ikill and judgement : the 
other branch is, I think, not lb difficult. "But what 
I would offer upon both is this, that it fecms to be 
in the power of a re«ifonabIe clergyman, if he will 
b'j at the pains, to make the moft ignorant man. 
comprehend what is his duty, and to convince him 
by arguments drawn to the level of his underitand- 
ing, that he ought to perform it. 

But I mufl remember, that my defign in this pa- 
per was, not fo much to inftru^l you in your bufi- 
nefs, either as a clergyman or a preacher, 'as to 
warn you againft foaie miftakes, which ar£ obvious 
to the generality of mankind, as well as ta me ; 
and we who are hearers, may be allowed to have 
fome opportunities in the quality of being ftanders- 
by. Only, perhaps, I may now again tranfgrefs, 
by defiring you to exprefs the heads of your divj* 
fions in as few and clear words as you poffibly can; 
otherwife I, and many thoufand others, will iiever 

be 
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be able to retain them, nor confequently to carry 
away a fyllable of the fermon. 

I Hiall now mention a particular, wherein your 
whole body will be certainly againd me, and the 
laity, almoft, to a man, . on my lide. However it 
came about, I cannot get over the prejudice of tak- 
ing fome little offence at the clergy, for perpetually 
reading their fermons ; perhaps njy frequent hear- 
ing of foreigners, who never make ufe of notes, 
may have added to my difguft. And I cannot but 
think, that whatever is read, differs as much from* 
what is repeated without book, as a copy does from 
an original. At the fame time, I am highly fenfi- 
ble, what an extreme difficulty it vfeuld be upoa 
you to alter this method ; and that, in fuch a cafe, 
your fermons would be much lefs valuable than 
they are^ for want of time to improve and cor- 
rect them, I would therefore gladly come to a 
compromife with you in this matter. I knew a 
clergyman of fome diftinftion, who appeared to de- 
liver his fermon without looking into his notes ; 
which when I complimented him upon, he aflured 
me, he could not repeat fix lines ; but his metkod 
was, to write the whole fermon in a large plain 
h^ind, with all the forms of margin, paragraph, 
marked page, and the like; then on Sunday morn- 
ing he tt)ok care to run it over five or fix times, 
which he could do in an hour ; and i^hen he deli- 
vered it, by pretending to turn his face from one 
fide to the other, he would (in his own expreflion) 
pick up the lines, and cheat his people by making 
them believe he had it all by heart. He farther 
added, that whenever he happened by neglect tp 
omit any of thefe circumftances, the vogue of the 
parifh was, ** Our Do£tor gave us biit an indiffe- 
" rent fermon to-day." Now, among lis, many 
clergymen z£k fo direftly contrary to this method, 
that, from a habit of faving time and paper, which 
tkey acquired at the univerfity, they write in fo di- 
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mioutivc a manneri with fuch frequent bh>t$ an^ 
interlineations, that they at*e hardly able to go oa 
without perpetual hefitationsf or extemporary ex- 
pletives ; and I defire to know, what can be more 
]nexcufable» than to fee a divine and a fcholar at » 
loft in reading his own compoiitions, which it is 
fuppofed he has been preparing with much pains 
and thought, for the inftru£tion of his people! 
The want of a little more care in this article, is the 
caufe of much ungraceful behaviour. You vrill 
obferve ibme clergymen, with their heads held 
down from the beginning to the end, within an inch 
of the cufliion, to read what is hardly legible; 
which, befidcs the untoward manner, hinders them 
from making the beft advantage of their voice t 
others again have a trick of popping up and doirn 
every moment from their paper to the audience,. 
like an idle fchoolboy on a repecition-dav. 

Let me intreat you, therefore, to add one half- 
crown a-year to the article of paper v to tranfcribe 
your fermons in as large and plain a manner as you 
can ; and either make no imerlineations, or change 
the. whole leaf ; for we, your hearers, would rather 
you ihould be Icfs correal, than perpetually itam* 
mering, whiph I take to be one of the worlt fole- 
cifms m rhetoric. And, laftly, read your fennon 
once or twice a- day, for a few days before you 
preach it. To which you will probably anfwer 
fame yeai^ hence, ** that it was but juft finiflicd, 
••* when the laft bell rang to church ;" and I ftiall 
readily believe, but not excufc you. 

I cannot foi-bear warning you, in the moft eat- 
neft manner, againft endeavouring at wit in your 
fermons ; becaufc, by the ftriftcft computation, it 
]s very near a million to one that you have none ; 
and becaufe too many of your calling have confe- 
quently made themfelvcs everlaftingly ridiculous by 
attempting it. I remember fevcral young men in 
♦his towui) whOf could never leave the nulpit under 

half 
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Htflf a dC2en conceits } and thU facultf a<tticred t# 
thofe gentlemen a longer or ftiortcr ditic, exactly 
in profjortion to their feveral degrees of dulnefs : 
accordingly, I am tokl that fome of them retain it 
to this day. I heartily ivifh the brood were at an 
^nd. 

Before you enter into the common unfnfierable 
tant of taking ail occafions to difparage the Hea- 
then philofophers, I hop^ yon will differ from fomc 
of your brethren, by firft inquiring tvhat thofc 
philofophei*s can fay for themfelves« The iyftcm 
of morality to be gathered out of the tvritings or 
fayings of thofe ancient fages^ falls undcrnbtedly 
Tery fhort of that delivered in the gofpel; and 
^ants, be£de», the divine fan^ion -which our Sa* 
vjour gave to his* Wluttver is further relkted by 
the evangelifb, contains chiefly tnaners of fa£^, 
and confequently of faith ; ivch as, the birth of 
ChrHl, his b^ing the Meffisdi^ hk miracles, his 
ideath, refurredtion^ and afceniion ; tiont of which 
can properly come under the appellation of human 
wifdom, bdng intended only to make us wife unto 
ialvation* And therefore, m this point, nothing 
<:an be jui^ly laid to the charge of the philofophers, 
further than that they w^e ignorant of certain 
faAs trhith happened k>ng after their death. But 
I am deceived, if a better comment could be any 
Mrhere colleifted upon the moral jpart of the gofpel, 
than from the writings of thofe excellent men ; 
even that divine precept of loiving our enemies, is 
;at large^ infixed on by PlatOy t^ho pucs it, as I re- 
member, inro the mouth of Socrates. And as to 
the reproach of Heathenifm, I doubt they had lefs 
of it than the corrupted Jews^ in whofe time they 
•lived. Por it is a grofs piece of ignorance among 
us, to conceive that, in thofe police and learned 
ages, even perfons of any tolerable education, 
much lefs the Wifeft philofophers, did acknovrledge 
or worihip any more than one almighty po\ver, ui « 



But the true mifery of the Heathen wor 
to be, what I before mentioned, the want 
iandtion, without which the diftates of 
fophers failed in the point of authority ; 
icquently the bulk of mankind lay indo 
:great load of ignorance, even in the arti 
rality ; but the philofophers themfelvc 
-Take the matter in thb hght, and it will j 
•enough for a divine to enlarge: on, by Q 
advantages whicH t6e Chriflian world hai 
Heathen, and the abfolute neceffity of d 
lation, to make the knowledge of the i 
and the pradUce of virtue, more univer 
world. 

I am not ignorant how much I difier i 
nion from fome ancient fathers in the ch 
arguing againfl the Heathens, made it a 
topic to decry their philofpphy as mu^ 
could J which I hope is 410 1 altogether o 
cafe. BeGde$, it is tQ ^ conlideredj tha 
thers lived in the decline of literature ; 
judgement (who (hquld be unwilling tc 
leaft offeqce) appear to be rather mof 
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lipp of a ycmng divine, when he is to fpeak from 
jtfauc pu^. Perhaps I judge too haftily ; there be- 
IQg ff^^ ol them in whofe writings I have made 
wtry IMe progr^, and in others none at all. For 
I jy|^4^<p4 09I7 i\idbL as were recommended to me, 
§lt a fSmc vh^n t had more leifure, and a better 
^^ipgt^tioa tQ read, than have iince fallen to my 

To r^um then tp the Heathen philofophers : I 
^pe ypu wiU not only give them quarter, but make 
pMT WQiky ^ €<;mfiderable part of your ftudy. To 
^efe I wQl ya|itxu:e to add the principal orators and 
luftoriaQS, a^d perhaps a few of the poets ; by the 
fC24^g^^f y^ic^> ypvk vill ^pon difcover your mind 
and thoughts to be enlarged, your imagination ex- 
j^9ded ^lad refined, your judgement directed, your 
lldnyratioa leaned, and your fortitude increafed ; 
gH which advantages muft needs be of excellent ufe 
to a divine, whofe duty it is to preach and praiftife 
ikfi contempt of human things. 

I would fay ipmething concerning quotations ; 
wherein I think you cannot be too fparing, except 
irom icripture, and the primitive writers of the 
ckufch. As to the former, when you offer a text 
^ a proof or an illuftration, we your hearers expedt 
Xo be foirly ufed» and fometimes think we have rea- 
ion to complain, efpeciallv of you younger divines ; 
which make us fear, that fome of you conceive you 
have no more to do than to turn over a concor- 
dance, and there having found the principal word, 
introduce as much of the vci'fe as will fo*vc your 
turn, though in reality it makes nothing ^ov you. 
I do not altogether difappcQve fJ^iQ manner pf. inter- 
weaving texts qf ficripture throueh the ftyle of your 
fermon ; wherein, however, I nave ibmetimes ob- 
ferved great inftaoce^ of indiicretion ^nd impro- 
priety ; ag^ft which! therefore' venture to givf 
you a caution. 

VOL.VJII. It . A* 
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As to quotations from ancient fithers, I think 
they are beft brought in to confirm Ibme opinion 
controverted by thofe who differ from us. In other 
cafes, we give you full power to adopt the fentcncc 
for ycur own, rather than tell us, " as St. Auftia 
" excellently obferves." But to mention modern 
writers by name, or to ufe the.phrafe of " a late 
•' excellent prelate of our church," and the like, 
IS altogether intolerable, and, for what reafon I 
know not, makes every rational hearer afhamed. 
Of nOibetter a ftamp is your Heathen philofopheri 
and famous poet, and Roman hidorian, at leaft in 
t^ommon congregations ; who will rather believe 
you on your own word, than on that of Plato or 
Momer. 

I have lived to fee Greek and Latin idmoft en- 
tirely driven out of the pulpit ; for which I am 
•heartily glad. The frequent ufe of the latter was 
certainly a i-emnant of Popery, which never ad- 
mitted fcripture in the vulgar language; and I won* 
iJer that prndlice was never accordingly objefted to 
-us by the Fanatics. 

The mention of quotations puts me in mind of 
common-place books, which have been4ong in ufe 
by induftrious young divines ; and, I hear, do ftiH 
continue fo. 1 know they arc very beneficial to 
lawyers and phyficians, becaufe they arc collciftions 
of fafts or cafes, whereupon a great part of their 
feveral faculties depend : of t^efe I have fecn fcvc- 
Tal, but never yet any written by a clergyman. 
Only, from what I am informed, they generally arc 
extrafts of theological and moral fentences, drawn 
from ei^^ldlaftical'and other authors, reduced un- 
der proper heads, Aifually begun, and perhaps fi- 
nilhed, when the colleftors were young in the 
church, as bfeing intended for materials, or nurfc- 
ries to ftock future fermons. You wiiliobfervc the 
wife editors of ancient authors, when*they meet a 
ientcnce worthy o£liciti^^fticv^vQicdvtakefpccial 
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•arc ta have the firft word printed in capitaUetters, 
that you may not overlook- it : fucH» for example, 
as *' the inconftancy of . fortune, the goodnef^r of 
f* peace, the excellence of wifdom, the certainty 
f* of death ; that profperity makes men infolcnt, 
" and adverfity humble;!* and. the like eternal 
truths, which every ploughman knows well^enough, 
though he never heard of Ariftotle or Plato ^ If 
theological common-place books be no better filled, 
I'thkik they had better be laid aiide ; and I could 
wifh that men of tolerable intelleAuals would ra- 
ther truft their own natural reafon, improved by a 
general converfation with hoQk$9..than to enlarge on 
a point which they are fuppofed already to under- 
hand. If a rational man reads an excellent authoi^ 
with ji^ft application, he fhall find hlmfelf extreme- 
ly improved, and perhaps ihfinifibly. led to imitate 
that author's perfections, although in a little time 
he ihould not remember one word in the book, 
nor even the fubjeA it handled : for books give the 
0nae^turn.to oar thoughts and way of reaibning,. 
that good and ill company does ta our behaviour 
and converfatioa ; without either loading our me- 
mories, or making us even fenfible of the change. 
And .particularly 1 have obferved in preaching, that 
no men fucceed better than thofe who truft entirely^ 
to the ftock or fund of thcic own reafon, adv^i^c^d 
indeed, but not overlaid by commerce with books. 
Whoever.only-reads i(i orderto tranfcribc wife and 
jQiiaing re.mai*ks, witho.ut entering into, the genius 
and fpirit of the author, as it is probable he will 
make no very judicious extradt, fo he will be apt 
to truft to that collection in all his compoiitions^ 
and be mifled out of the regular way o£ thinkings 
in order to introduce thofe materials which he has 
been at the pains to gather : and the product of all 
this will be found a manifeft incoherent, piece of 
patch-work*. 

li Z. Som«' 



Some genttemen', abouhd&iig in (KH^ W}WM(f 
erudition, are ftpt to fill th^iir fcnhblii irtPhK pSlAi 
fophical terms, and nbtion j 6f tlii^ ^etilpByfldd 6f 
ibftrajled kind ; whith ^eherall^ bi^h one ad^M- 
tage, to be equaUj nndemood By th^ "ififey die to!-' 
gar, and the preacher hiiiifelf. I liir^^ b^fo bettef 
enternJnM; 'and more itiformed, bj g few jM^jet ill 
the Filgrim*8 Progrefs, than b^ a Idh^ dift<Mltft 
«pon the wiU tthd fh^ lAteB^ft, iKtm Ikiiplttitm^ 
p]ex kka^. Odiei^ agatd ai« ftlfid of ^thg «ii 
matter or nibtiOiil^ talk of iht fmttikdiia cimccmE 
6f atbnii, of theories, Utid pttkitibmetA ; OMSf 
againft the adyice of St; Patil, iriio fH ftppUn tt 
have been converfant enoti|h fat Aoft lUi of 
findietr. 

I do not find that jthi irb tuif ikhtre iittCbA tt 
the canons or articles, to attemj^ ezplahiihg OA 
inyfteries of the Chriftifo rcBgibk, And ttfd^ 
iince Proyidence intendai tbttc ftovSd tic ttiyftb^ 
tiei, I do not fte how it can be agrefe^bte to pi^i 
orthodoxy, or good fehfe, to gof albbut ffatK || 
Work. For, to me, there feextis to be a UMim 
dilemma in the cafe : If yon tipMSn theiti, ihtj aift 
ifiyfleries no longer ; if yon foil, fchi hi^ labotlf^ 
^d to no pnrpofe. What I fiiotdd tKink thoft ^• 
fonable and fafe for you to do tipon difs o^cafioft; 
h, upon fblemn days to deliver flte dbdiHiie, as {Ml 
church holds it^ and conffirm it by fcriptnre. For 
xny part, having confidered the matter impardalljr, 
I can fee no great reafon which thofc gentlemeii 
you call the Free-thinkers, can have for didr cla- 
mour againft religious thyfteries ; fioce it is |dai4 
they were not invented by the clergJTj to whom they 
bring no profit, nor acquire ariy honour; forever 
ry clei-gymaii is ready, either to tell u^ the utmoft 
lie knows, or to confeii that he docis not mxder- 
ftand them : neither is it ftrange^ that there (houU! 
be myfteries in diviniry, as weU as in the coWi n oti* 
Uk operations of nax\nt« 
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▲ad here I am mt a lois what tm fkj upon the 
ircopent cuftom o£ preaching againft Atheifm, 
Btiim^ Freethinking* and die like, as joung di« 
tinea are particularij fond of doing, efjpecially when 
ihegr exercile their talent in churches treqyiented by 
pcrfons of quality ; which, as it is but an ill com* 
jAiiDent to the audience,, fo I am under feme doubt 
wh^hcr it anfwers the end. 

Becauie perfons under thofe imputauons are ge- 
nerally no great frequenters -of churches, and fo 
the congregation b but little edified for the fake of 
thinec or fimr fouls, who are paft grace : neither do I 
think it any part of prudence, to perplex the minds 
of weil-diipofed people with doubts, wluch probably 
would never have oiherwife come into their heads. 
But I am of opinion, and'dare be poiitive in it, that 
not one in a hundred pf thofe who pretend to be 
Freethinkers; are really fo in their hearts*. For 
there is one obfervation which I never knew to fail^ 
andl defire you will examine it in the courfc of 
fOuv'Ulcr, Tha%^ no gentleman of a liberal cduca* 
tioo, and regular in his morals, dki ever profefs 
himfelf a Freethinker. Where then- are theie kind^ 
ef people to he found ? Among the worft part of 
the foldiery> made up of pages, younger brothers^ 
of obfcure families> and others of defperate for- - 
cnnes ; or elie among idle town*fops, and now and ■ 
then a drunken 'fquire of the country>. Therefori^ 
nothing can be plainer, than that ignorance and' 
Yice are two ingredients abfolutely neceflary.in the 
compofition of thofe you generally calLFreethink— 
ersi who, in propriety of fpeech, are no thinkers^ 
IU all. And fince I am in the way of it, pray con- 
sider one thing farther. As young as you are, you « 
cannot but have already ob(erved, what a violent; 
flim there is among too many weak people againft 
univerdty education : be firmly afiured, that the * 
whole ^ry is maderpp by thofe who were either ^ne- 
ver icm to a college, or,, through jthen:- iirceq^ulacl- 
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tics and ftopidity, never made the leaft improve^ 
ment while they were there. I have above forty of 
the latter fort uow m my eye ; feveral of them in 
this town, whofe learning, manmers,- temperancCy 
probity, good nature, and politics, are all of a 
piece : others of them, in the country, oppreffing 
their tenants,, tyranniiing over the neighbourhoodf 
cheating the vicar, talking nonfenfe, and getting 
drunk at the feffions^ It is from fuch feminaries 
as thefe, that the World is provided with the fcve- 
ral tribes and denominations of Freethmkers ; who, 
in my judgment, are not to be reformed by argu* 
inents ofiered to prove the truth of the Chrifiian 
)*eligion, becauie reafoning will never make a man 
correal an ill Oj-iinion, which by reafoning he never 
acquired ; for, in the courfe of things, men always 
grow vicious, before they become tmbelievers. But 
if you could once convince the town or country 
profligate, by topics drawn from the view of their 
own quiet, reputation, health, and advantage, their 
infidelity would loon drop off. This, I confefs, is 
no eafy talk ; bccaufe it is, almoin in a literal fcnfc, 
to fight with bcalb. Now, to make it clear, that 
we arc to look for no other original of this infide- 
lity, whereof divines fo much complain^ it is allow- 
ed on all hands, that the people of England are 
more coiTupt in their morals, than any other na- 
tion at this day under the fun : and thb corruption 
is manifellly owing to other caufes, both numerous 
and obvious, much more than to the publication of 
irreligious books, which indeed are but- the confe- 
^uencc of the former ; for all the writers againft 
Chriflianity, fincc the revolution, have been of the 
loweft rank among men in regard to literature, wit, 
and good fenfc, and upon that account wholly un- 
qualified to propogate herefies, unlefs among a peo- 
ple already abandoned. 

In an age, \vhcre every thing diiliked by thofc 
who chink with the tn^^OTWj S& ^^^ dlflaficition, 
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it nuiy perhaps be ill' interpreted, when I venture 
to tell you, that this uniyerfal depravation of man* 
ners is owing to the perjfetualybjandying' of faAions 
among us for thirty years paftj.when, without 
weighmg the motives of.jufti<;e» law^,. confcience, 
or honour, every man adjufts his principles to thofe 
of the party he hi^th chofen, and among whom he 
may beft find his own account : hixtj^, by reafon of 
our frequent vicifficudes, me(i. who were impatient 
of being out of play, hkve been forced to recant, 
or at leaft to reconcile their former teneu with eve- 
ry new fyftem of adxiiihiftrauon* Add to this, that 
the old funddoiental cuftom of annual parliaments 
being wholly laid aiide, and eledions growing 
chargeable, iince gentlemen found that, their coun- 
try-feats brought them in lefs than a feat in the 
houfe, the Voters, that is to fay, the bulk of the 
common people, have been univei*fally feduced in- 
to bribery, perjury, drunkennefs, malice, and flan- 
der. 

Not to be fai*ther tedious, or rather invidious, 
Ihefe are a few, among other caufes, iirhich have 
contributed to the. ruin of our morals, and confe- 
quently to the contempt of religion : for imagine 
to yourfelf, if you pleafe, a landed youth, whom 
his mother would never fuffer to look into a book, 
for fear of fpoiling his eyes, got into parliament, 
and obferving all enemies to the clergy heard with 
the utmoft applaufe, what notions he muft imbibe, 
how readily he will join in the cry, what an efteem 
he will conceive of himfelf, and what a contempt 
he muft entertain, not only for his vicar at home, 
but for the whole order. 

I therefore again conclude, that the trade of in- 
fidelity hath been taken up only for an expedient 
to keep in countenance that univerfal corruption 
of morals, which many other caufes £rft contri- 
buted to introduce and to cultivate. And thus 
Mr. Hobbes's faying upon reafon may be much 
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flMMproi)erlf ippBcd 10 relig^,. That^ ^ if ftlk 
^* giOft w be iigtlt^ t min, amanvifibeagainft 
^« rtst^gkm.'* llicNigb> tfttar nil, I httc hearda pro* 
fl^hi «fl!kf much (Irongcr arfuinciiti agafaft jMif- 
ing hb dttbcsi ttett' cv«r hd was knimn to do i^nft 
CbrtftSanlvf. Indeed die tettftm inu, bccavfc in 
time jwtAftwrc lie liapt>eiied to be clotcT jae^BUt if 
flte buUff thaa iHe parfon; 

IgttQvwnce •fttsqp' {ferhaps te the mMher df ftptr** 
flldoii ; bul OEpenenee kaifa not pre«^ it to fac ib 
<tf deMikHi $ fbr Chrifltentif always imde the moA 
ttiy and quicktfft progreft in ciy&^tod cooncrici. i 
aiention this, becatife it b^ affirmed, that the c]tvgf 
tre in moft ciredit where IgadratKe prevails, (and 
fottdy Yhtfe kiieigdom wouM be tailed uie paradUfe of 
tlergytnefii if that omfiioii were true) ; for which 
dMy iufhrnee England ki the cakies of Popery. But 
whoever hnowem any thing of three or four cen* 
tUMa before die reformatioiiy wiU find the httk 
learning thtn ftirring was more equally divided be« 
tween the Englifh tlergv and laity, than it is at 
prefent. There were leveral famous lawyers in 
that period, whole wntings are ftill in the higlieft 
sepute ; and fbtne hifborians and poas, who vfcrt 
not of the church. Whereas now*a<iays oiir edu* 
cation is fo corrupted) that you will hardly find a 
young perfon of quality with the leaft tincture of 
knovdedge/ at the fame time that many of the cler- 

8r were never more learned, or fo icurvily treated. 
ere among us, at leaft, a man of kttersi out of 
the three profeffions^ is almoft a prodigy. And 
thofe few who have prefervcd any rudiments of 
learningi are (except perhaps one or two fmatterers) 
the clergv 's friends to a man : and I dare appeal to 
any clergyman in this kingdom, whether the greac- 
efl dunce in his parifh be not always the moft 
proud, wicked, £raudulent| and intra^able, of hb 
flock. 

t think 
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I think the clergy have almoft given over per- 
flating diemfehrjOi mid their bcurers with ohltruie 
points of predeftination, elej%bh, and tfiie like; sit 
leafty it is time they fhould ; and therefore I ihall 
HOC povUe jrm further upcvi this head. 

I nave now Uid all t ceula ^nk convenienFwitn 
relation to your conduA iii tfi^ pulpit. 'Your be- 
haviour in the world is another Icene, upon which 
I ihaU rea^^ily offer jou na thoughts, if you 9P- 

^ '\£A Sm dit, iHf fm mtmdtk 
'ybiit86^ihu'di. 

jTovt loKcuOuiKe 

iiiuwi wm lerTasf; 
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THci^k piOtjtalfiW iaulelQltcmaxt^ the 

_.^ world, or which pujs men more out of the 
FcSach of fbrtune, than that' Quality gcneraHy pof- 
feiled bj the dulkft fortof men, and- in commoo 
fpeech called difcretioa : a (pecies of lower pru- 
dence, by the affiftance of which people of the 
meaaeft intelleAuals, without any other qualifica- 
tion, pafs through the world ia great tranquillity^ 
aod with imhrer(al{;ood treatment^ neither giving . 
nor taking offebce. Courts are ieldom unpro- 
vided of perfons under this charafter ; on whom, 
if they happen to be of great quality, moft employ- 
ments/ even the greateft^. naturally .faU^ when com- 
petitors will -not agree ; and in fucli promotions no 
body rejoices or grieves. The truth of this I could 
prove by feveral inftances* within my own memory ; 
for I fay nothing of prefent times. 

And indeecirSiis regularity and forms are of great 
ufe in carrying on the bufinefs of the world,* fo it is 
very convenient, that perfons endued with this kind 
cdF difcretion fhould have that fhare which; is pro- 
per to theic talents, in the conduA of affairs, but 
by no means meddle in matters which require 
"genius, learning, ftrong comprehenfion, quick- 
** nefs of conception, magnanimity, generofity, fa- 
** gacity,'* or any other fupcrior gift of human- 
minds ; becaufe this fort of difcretion is ufually at- 
tended with a ftrong defire of money, and few 

^This cflay was.printoJ ia the Intelligencer, No 5. and No 7. 

fcruple^ < 
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fcniplcs ^bout the way of obtaining it ; with fcrvilc 
flatteiy and fubmiffion ; with a want of all public 
ipirit or principle ; with a perpetual wrong judge- 
ment, when the owher$ come into power and high 
place, how to difpofe of favour and prefeirments 
having no mcafurc for merit and virtue in others, 
^but thofe very fteps by which themfelves afcended ; 
northeleaft intention of doing good or hurt to 
the public, farther than either one or. t'other ]& 
iikely to be fubfervient to their own fccurity or in- 
-tcrcft. Thus, being void of all friendfhip and 
enmity, they never complain, or find fault with the 
times, and indeed never have reafon to do fo. 

Men of eminent parts and abilities, a^ well as 
A^irtues, do fometimes rife in the court, fometimcs 
in the law, and fome^mes even in the church. 
Such were the Lord Bacon, the Earl of Strafibrd, 
Archbifhop Laud, in the reign of King Charles L 
and others in our own times, whom I fhall not 
-name: but thcfe, and many more, under. different 
princes, and in different kingdoms, were difgraced, 
-or banifhed, or fuffere^ death, merely in envy to 
their virtues and fuperior genius, which embolden- 
ed them, in great exigencies and diflrefles of ftate, 
{wanting a reafonable infufion of this aldermanly 
difcretion), to attempt the fervice of their prince 
and country out of the common forms. 

This evil fortune which generally attends extra- 
ordinary men in the management of great affairs, 
iliath been imputed to divers caufes, that need not 
be here fet down, when fo obvious an one occurs ; 
if what a certain writer obferves be true, that 
*^ when a great .genius appears in the world, the 
*^ dunces are all in confederacy againf I him.** 
.And if this be 'his fate, when he employs his ta- 
lents wholly in iiis clofet, without interfering with 
any man*s ambition or avarice, what mufl he ex- 
pe^, when he ventures out to feek for preferment 
in a coun, but univerfal oppofition, when he is 
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mc^nting the J^der, and tprorjr luad readf t9 
turn him off mhwa he it ajt the top i Ajod in this 
jpoint, forttme geocraily ahCb dii-efihr coptraxr to 
nttiire : for in nacvre we ind, that bodies fuU of 
life and fpiirit mpnnt eafily, aud are hard to fail; 
iprhereat heavy bodies btc hacd to rife, and come 
down with gresMr velocity, in fropprtion to their 
ireight^ but we £%d fortune eveiy daj aAiagjufl: 
4^e reverfe of this. 

Thk talent of difcrction, as I have deicrihcd it 
in it$ ftreral ad$un£b and ^ciunftances, is no 
wthere fo fervicekbie as to the clergy ; to whoft 
|ireferment nothing is fo iatal as the duuraAer of 
wit, politenels in heading or ffanoers, or that kind 
«f bc^a^iour which we contraft by having too 
i^iich converied with perfons of high Aation and 
4cmiriency ; the(e <]ualifications being wcfeoned by 
iSie vnlgar of M ranks^o he marjcs of lenrky, which 
IS the laft crime the world wiU pardon in a dergyp 
xnan : To this I may add a firoe naanner of ipeak- 
ing in mixed compapy, and loo foe<|oeiu an apr 
peai'ance iti j^aces of much Tcfoit, which aire e* 
ouafly noxious to Ipirkual promotion. 

i have ktrawn icideeci a fym exceptions to £»ine 
parts of thdic obfcryatioos. I have 4ieesi fome of 
the duHefb men *a\ive ^akning at wit, and otheis, 
with as \ittle pretenfions, a^sckiog politcsic6in man* 
ners and difcourie ; bnt never £eing able to per- 
ibade the w^rkl of thei* guilt, 4iey grew into coo- 
^derablc ftatioas, npou the firm afiurance which ail 
pepple'had of tiieir diTcreuon, l)Q€a)i|fe they were a 
fize tpo low to decei^^ the world to their own dif- 
advantage. Sut this, I confefs, is a trial, too dan- 
gcroi^s mtcn to engage in. 

There is a kno\vn ftoij of a -clergyman, whoSiras 
recommended for a preferment by lotpe great man 
at court to an archbifhop. His Grace * faid, he 

♦ Dr. Tenifon, Ulc A\c^ViCb«:^%^ CwARiVsaaPj^ 
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tad heard that the clergymen ufcd to play at whift 
and fwobbers ; that, as to playing now and then a 
fober game at whift for paftime, it might be par- 
doned ; but he could not digeft thofe wicked fwob^^ 
bers ; and it was with fome pains that my Lord So- 
mers could undeceive them. I aik, by what ta- 
lents we*may fuppolethat great prelate afcended fo 
kigh, or what fort of qualifications he would expeft 
in thofe whom he took into his patronage, or would 
probably recommend to court for the government 
of diftant churches ? 

Two clergymen, in my memory, ftood candidates 
for a fmall free fchool in Yorkflure, where a gentle- 
man of quality and intered ia the country, who hap« 
pened to have a better undcrftanding than his neigh- 
bours, procured the place for htm who was the 
better icholar, and more gentlemanly perfon of the 
two, very much to the regret of all the parifh. 
The orher being difappolnted, came up to London, 
where he became the great^ft pattern of this lower 
difcretion that I have known and pofleded it with as 
heavy intellefhials ; which together with the coldnefs 
of his temper, and gravity of his deportment, car- 
ried him fafely through many difficulties, and he 
lived and died in a great ftation ; while his compe- 
titor is too obfcure tor fame to tell us what became 
of him. 

This fpecies of difcretion, which I fo much cele* 
brate, and do moft heartily recommend, hath one 
advantage not yet mentioned ; it will carry a man 
fafie through all the malice and variety 0/ parties^ 
fo far, that whatever ftiAion happens to be upper- 
moft, his claim is ufually allowed for a fhare of 
what is going. And the thing feems to me highly 
reafonable. For in all great changes, the prevailing 
{\de is ufually fo tempeftuoujS, that it wants the ballaft 
of thofe whom the world calls moderate mfn,2Lnd I cM 
men of difcretion ; whom people in power may, with 
little ceremony, load as heavy as they pleafe, drive 

VoL.VIir. Kk ^^^ 
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dicm throisgh the fi^rckft and deepeft roods^ vkL- 
out danger of feusdering or bceaking thdr backs, 
And will be fbre iO' 6nd dbent neither refbj* nor vh* 
tkniK. 

I will here give the readet a flu>rt hiftoiy of two 
clergymen in England, die charadters oS each, anid 
the progrefs of their foirtunes io the wbvld; bf 
which the force of woridly difcrctionr and the bad! 
cooieqiKnces bom the want of that virtoc, villi 
ibroBglj appear*. 

Corufodes, an Oxford ftndent, ankl a £nrnier*iibn, 
was never abfent from p i uj/ei - a or hAnre, nor oace 
Ottt of his college after Tom had tolled, Ik fpcnf 
itrtsj day tcm hours io: his dofirt, ia. rcadng his 
councsy 4ozii^ clipping papers, or doming hit 
ftockings ; which la^ he porfonued to admiradoo. 
He cmild be foberh^ drvmk, at the expcnce of o- 
thers^ with college ale» and at tho£e firafoas was- ai- 
rways moA: devout. He worr the Suae gow«> five 
yearsy without dragging or teaving. He never 
once looked intxr a play -book: or a poeniw lie read 
Virgil and Ramus in die fame cadence, but wii&'a 
very different taile. He never underfkrod a jeft, 
or hsad the kafk conception of ^k. 

For one faying he ftsmds in venoeRrn to this day; 
Being with fome other {hid)ents. o^:er a p€>t of :de, 
one of the company faid fo many pleafant things, 
that the reft ^Mere misch diverted, only Coru&des 
was filent and xmmoved. When they pa* ted, he 
called this merry companion afidr, and faid^ ^Sir, 
*^ £ perceive brr your often fpeakibg. and youv 
^' friends laughing^ that you ipoks many jefts; 
** and joiL could not but obferve my fflence : Ifar, 
" Sir, this is my humour ; I never make a jeft 
" myfclf, nor ever laugh at another man's. " 

Comfodes, thus endued, got into holy orders ; 
having, by die moil extreme pariunony, fzved 
thirty-four pounds out of a very beggarly fellow- 
ibip; wexxt tap to LondoU) where bis fifter was 
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fv'aiiing-woman to a lady ; and fo good a folicitor, 
that, by he*' means, he was admitted to read p**ay- 
ers in the family twice a-day, at tfen fhilliftgs a- 
inonth. He had now acquired a low,, obfcqnious, 
awkward bow, and a talent of grols Itattery, bothr 
in and out of feafon ; he would ttiafce the butler by 
the hand ; he taught the page hla caischifm ; and 
was fixnetimes admitted to dhw at the ftcward's 
table. In diort he got the good word -of the whole 
family, and was recommended by my Lady for chap- 
lain to fomc other noble houfo, by which his re- 
venue (befides vails) amounted to about .thirty 
pounds a y^ar. His ilftcr procured him a fcarf 
from my Lord, who had a fmall defigft of gallantry 
upon her ; and, by his LordQiip's folicitalion, hr 
got a k£turcfliip in town of fixty pounds a-year y 
where he preached conftantly ia pcrfon, in a grave 
manner, with an audible voice, a ftyle ecclefiaftic, 
and the matter (fuch as it was) well fuitcd to the 
intelleAuftls of his hearers. Some time after a 
country living fell in. my Lord's dilpofal ; and hi»- 
Lordlh^p, who had now Ibme encouragement giveij 
hi:n of liicceis in his amoxir, beftowed the liviiigou 
Gorufodes ) who (till kept his Icfttirefhip and reli» 
denee in town ; where he was a conftant attendant 
at all meetings relating to charity, without ever 
contributing further th-^ft hb frequent pious ex* 
hortations. If any woman of better faOiion in the 
parifh happened to be abfcnt from church, they 
were furc of a vifit from hint in a day or two, to 
chide and dine widi themv 

He had a feleSt number of poor, conftantly at- 
tending at the ftrect-door or his lodi>ings, for 
whom he was a commote folicltor to his farmer pa- 
troncis, dropping ta hb own half-crown among the 
collections, and taking it out when he difpofed of 
the money. At a perfon of quality's houfe, he 
would never fit down, till he was thrice bid, and 
then upon the corner of the molt diftant chau\ Qis 
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whole demeanor was formal and ftarched ; which 
adhered fo clofe^ that he could never ihake it qS 
ip his higheft promotion. 

His Lord was now in high employment at 
court, and attended by him with the moft abjeft 
affiduity ; and his. filler being gone off with child to 
a private lodging, my Lord continued his graces to 
Corufodes, got him to be a chaplain, in ordinary, 
and in due- time a parifli in^ town, and a dignity in 
the church. 

He paid hb curates pun Anally, at the loweft ia- 
lary, and partly out of the communion -money ;^ 
but gave them good advice in abundance. He 
maiTied a citizen's widow^ who. taught him to put 
out fmall fums at ten per cent, and brought him 
acquainted with jobbers in Change-alley. By her 
dexterity he fold die clerkfhip of his pariih, when: 
it became vacant. 

He kept a miferable houfe : but the blame wa$ 
laid wholly upon Madam; for the good Doftor 
was always at his books, or vifiting the fick, or do- 
ing other offices of charity and piety in his parifh. 

He treated all his inferiors of the clergy with a. 
moft fan6lificd pride ; was rigoroufly and univer- 
fally cenforious upon all his brethren of the gown,, 
on their fir ft appearance in the world, or while 
they continued meanly preferred : but give large al- 
lowance to the laity of high rank or great riches, 
ufing neither eyes nor eai^ for their faults. He waa 
never fenflble of the Icaft corruption in courts, par- 
liaments, or miniftries, but made the moft favour- 
able conftrudlions of all public proceedings ; and 
power, in whatever hands, or whatever party, 
was always fccure of his moft charitable opinion.. 
He liad many wholefome maxims, ready to excufe 
all mifcarriages of ft;ate : Men are hut men ; Erunt 
vitia donee homines ; and, ^od fupra nos, nil ad 
nos ; with feveral others of equal weight. 

b 
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It would lengthen my paper beyond mcafure, to 
triice out the whole fyftem of his conduft ; his 
^eadful apprehenfions of Popery ; his great mode- 
ration towards diflenters of all denominations; 
with hearty wiflies, that, by yielding fomewhat on 
both fides, there might be a .general union among 
Proteftants ; his fhort, inoffenfive fermons, in hk 
turns at courts and the- matter cxaftly fuited to the 
prefent conje<n.ure of pre vailing opinions ; the arts he 
ufed to obtain a mitre, by writing againft Epifcopa- 
cy ; and the proofs he ga^e of his loyalty, by pal- 
liating or defending the murder of sr martyred 
prince^ 

Endued with all thefe accomplifliments, we leave 
him in the full career of fuccefsj mounting faft to- 
wards the top of the ladder ecclefiaftical, which he 
had a fair probability to reach ; without the merit 
Qf one fingle virtue ; moderately ftocked with the 
leaft valuable parts of erudition ; utterly devoid of 
all tafte, judgement, or genius ; and in his gran- 
deur, naturally chufing to hawlup others after him, 
whofe accomplifliments moft refemblc his own ; ex- 
cept his beloved fons, nephews, or other kindred, be in 
competition ; or, laftly, except his inclinations be 
diverted by thofe who have power to mortify or 
farther advance him. 

Eugenio ict out from the fame univerfity, and a- 
bout the fame time with Corufodes. He had the repu- 
tation of an arch lad at fthool, and was unfortu- 
nately poffeflcd with a talent for poetry ;" on which 
account he received many chiding letters from his 
father, and grave advice from his tutor. He did 
not negledlhis college-learning; but his chief ftudy 
was the authors of antiquity, with a perfe£l know- 
ledge in the Greek and Roman tongues. He could 
never procure himfclf to be chofen fellow ; for it 
was objedled againft him, that he had written ver- 
fes, and particularly fome, wherein he glanced at a 
certain reverend Doftor, famous for duUuefs % thas. 
2 ^^* 
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be had 'been feen bowing to ladks, ss iie met diem 
in. the fh^ets ; and it was proved, that once be bad 
been found dancing, in a private family, with balf 
a dozen of both fexes. 

He was the younger Ton t?o a gentleman of a good 
hifihf but fmall eftate ; and his father dying, he 
was driven to London tofeek his fortune. He got 
into orders, and became reader m a panih^church 
at twenty pounds a-year, was carried by an Oxford 
friend to Will's coftce-houfe, frequented in thofc 
days by men of wit, whcrp in fome time he had the 
bad luck to be diftingutQied. His fcanty faiary com- 
pelled him to run deep in debt for a new gown and 
caflbck, and now and then forced him to write fome 
paper of wit or humour, or preach a fermon for 
ten {hillings, to fup^dy his necefiities. He was a 
thoufand times recommanded by his poetical friends 
to great perfons, as a young man of excellent parts, 
who dcfcrved encouragement, and received a thou- 
faud promifes ; but his modefty, and generous fpi- 
rit, which difdaiqed the (lavcry of continual' appli* 
cation and attendance, always diilippointed him ; 
making room for vigilant dunces, who were furc 
to be never out of %ht. 

He had an excellent faculty in preaching, if he 
were not fometimes a little too refined, and apt to 
truft too much to his own way of thinking and sea- 
foning. 

When, upon the vacancy of preferment, he was 
hardly drawn to attend upon fome promiling lordj 
he received the ufual anfwer, that he came to late ; 
for it" had been given to another the very day before. 
And he had only this comfort left, that every body 
faid, it was a thoufand pities fomething could not 
be done for poor Mr. Eugenio. 

The remainder of his (lory will be difpached in a 
few words. Wearied with weak hopes, and weak- 
er purfuits, he accepted a curacy in Derbylhire, of 
thirty pounds a-y ear *, ^nd^hen he was five and forty, 

he 
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he had the great felicity to be preferred by a friend 
of his fathers to a vicarage worth annually fixty 
pounds, in the nioft xlefart parts of Lincolnfhire ; 
where his fpirit quite funk with thofe reflcftions that 
folitude and difappointments bring, he married a 
farmer's widow, and is ftill alive, utterly undiftin- 
guifhed and forgotten ; only fome of the neighbours 
have accidentally heard, ** that he had been a no* 
^* table man in bis youth." 



End of Vol. Via. 
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